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Every day poor discouraged friendless men 
come to St. Christopher's Inn hungry, footsore, 
and weary. We do what we can to take care 
of their needs and help them back on their 
feet. Last year we sheltered over 5,000 dif- 
ferent men at St. Christopher's Inn and served 
them over 150,000 meals. At present, with 
our newly completed addition, St. Christo- 
pher’s Inn can house 200 men. 

Your Meal Bond will enable us to continue 
this good work. 

Each Meal Bond entitles you to a remem- 
brance in the prayers and good works of the 
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Graymoor Friars and of the men who come to 
us for aid. In addition, for each Meal Bond 
donated, the Friars will arrange a set of 
Gregorian Masses to be said either for you 
after you die, or for someone else after he or 
she dies, or immediately for someone who is 
already deceased. This set of Gregorian 
Masses is our thanks to you for helping us in 
performing the Corporal Works of Mercy. 

If you would like to know more about 
St. Christopher's Inn, what it is, how it began 
and what it does, we will be only too glad 
to send you a brochure. 


Send bond subscriptions to the Father General, Graymoor, Garrison, New York 
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THE LAMP is published monthly by The Francis- 
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A CATHOLIC MAGAZINE DEVOTED TO CHRISTIAN UNITY 


THIS MONTH 


Our Cover 

The title of the picture on our 
cover this month is the incident in 
the life of Our Lord when He was 
asked whether it was lawful or not 
to pay taxes, or tribute, to Caesar. 
This was actually a trick question 
designed to place Our Lord in a 
quandary. The Romans, behaving 
like the arrogant conquerers they 
were, were cordially detested and 
hated by most of the Jewish people 
of that time. If Our Lord were to 
say that it was not lawful to give 
tribute to Caesar, He could be ac- 
cused before the Roman authorities 
of treason, and jailed. But, if, on the 
other hand, He were to say that it 
was lawful to give tribute to Caesar, 
most of the people would probably 
turn against him. 

Our Lord knew exactly what was 
in the mind of his questioner and in 
response asked first to see one of 
the coins that would be used in pay- 
ing the taxes. When the man held 
forth the coin for inspection, Our 
Lord asked, “Whose picture is on 
the coin?” The man _ answered, 
And then Our Lord gave 
the classic answer, “Render there- 
fore to Caesar the things that are 
Caesar’s, and to God the things that 
ire God's.” 
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“Caesar's.” 


Comics Investigation 


At the head of this column we 
have a picture of Fr. Daniel Egan, 
S.A. testifying before the Kefauver 
Committee in Foley Square, New 
York. During the last week of May, 
the Kefauver Committee held public 
hearings, investigating the relation- 
ship between juvenile delinquency 
and pornographic literature. Our Fa- 
ther Daniel, who has been giving 
teen-age missions and retreats for 
many years in cities all over the 
country, was the only priest to 
testify. 

Father Daniel had received an 
invitation to attend this hearing but, 
for prudent, priestly reasons, he de- 
clined the invitation. However, Sena- 
tor Kefauver, appreciating the depth 
and scope of Father Daniel’s knowl- 
edge of this particular situation, is- 
sued a subpoena for him. Shortly 
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after the hearing ended, Senator 
Kefauver wrote to Father Daniel, 
assuring him that his testimony had 
done much to impress the Legislators 
with the seriousness of the problem. 

For many years, Father Daniel 
had been trying with little success to 
convince parents of the gravity of 
the matter. His words made little 
impression upon them. To them it 
was incredible that the situation was 
actually as bad as it is, and it was 
unbelievable that their carefully 
reared children would, or could, 
come in contact with such vicious 
books of pornography. 

In his efforts to have something 
done, Father Daniel spoke several 
times to the police in several cities. 
The police acknowledged the gravity 
of the situation, but told him they 
were helpless to do anything about 
it because of loopholes in the law. 

Nine months ago, in despera- 
tion, Father Daniel brought Senator 
Kefauver samples of the pictures and 
books he found teen-agers reading. 
The Senator was terribly shocked, 
and confessed that he never knew 
that such things were even printed, 
or could possibly reach the hands of 
American youth. He was inspired to 
hold these hearings to eliminate the 
legal laxity and soft punishments 
given convicted peddlers of filth. 
Such legal laxity encourages the por- 
nography industry which now does 
an estimated $350,000,000 a year 
business. As Father Daniel asked, 
“What does it matter to those con- 
victed if they are caught again. Isn’t 
the risk of another soft sentence 
worthwhile, if they can clean up 
another small fortune in the mean- 
time?” 

Let us all pray that these hearings 
will result in a new and more severe 
set of laws with real teeth that will 
prevent such filth from ever again 
corrupting young minds and souls. 








Every Tuesday | 
A NEW 


St. Anthony 
NOVENA 





Finder of things lost 
Worker of miracles 
Helper in necessities 


Ever since his canonization St. 
Anthony has been a favorite 
saint of millions. His interest 
in man and his prompt help 
have made him loved by all. 


Every day we receive many 
petitions to be included in our 
perpetual novena. Many 
letters of thanksgiving for 
favors are received every day. 


Why not invoke 
SAINT ANTHONY 
in your need 
NEW NOVENA BEGINS EVERY TUESDAY 
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Correspondence 





Sale of Property 
Dear Father: Enclosed please find a 
donation of $25.00 for St. Anthony’s 
Bread in thanksgiving to dear St. An- 
thony for the sale of property. 

The favors he has granted me are 
numerous. Rose Murphy, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


St. Jude 

Dear Father: The enclosed donation of 
$5.00 is in honor of St. Jude. He has 
answered so many prayers for me. I 
promised him I would have it published 
in THe Lamp. I have a very important 
request before him now. Please help me 
pray for it. Thank you for such a won- 
derful magazine. AS. 


Moving Day 

Dear Father: Recently we moved to this 
City from the East Coast. All the odds 
were against us for we had little money 
and our old car threatened to break 
down. However, with the help of St. 
Anthony all went well, even better than 
we expected. Please publish this if 
possible. Mrs. B. K. 
Great Favor 

Dear Father: I promised publication in 
thanksgiving to Our Blessed Lord, Our 
Lady, St. Joseph and St. Jude, if a 
great favor for which I have been pray- 
ing for the past five years were granted. 

I am one of those unfortunate persons 
who is a party to an invalid marriage 
which cannot be validated. After much 
anguish of soul and spiritual grieving, 
and after many prayers, thanks to the 
goodness and mercy of God, I have once 
again returned to the Sacraments. My 
prayers were answered in a most unex- 
pected way. 

I am so grateful to God that I want to 
let other Catholics, who are in a similar 
situation, know that they must not de- 
spair. Our only pe alvin is to pray and 
pray and to accept our cross as an act of 
penance until such time as God sees fit 
to answer our prayers. 

A situation like this is so difficult 
because knowing that we have separated 
ourselves from the love of God, we are 
so tempted to despair and feel that God 
will surely not answer our prayers. How- 
ever, when we put our complete trust in 
Him and start saying “Not my will but 
Thine be done,” He will come to us. God 
will not fail you. He may not answer 
your prayer as you expect—but he will 
answer. He may not remove the ob- 
stacle but he will give you the grace to 
overcome. 

If we throw ourselves at His feet in 
contrition and acceptance of our self- 
inflicted cross, while praying constantly 
to be delivered from our sin, Almighty 
God in His infinite goodness and mercy 
will show us the way. He-has shawn me 
the way and has give me the grace, 
through the intercession of Mary, under 
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the title of Our Lady of the Miraculous 
Medal, St. Joseph and St. Jude (the 
patron of hopeless cases), and many of 
the other angels and saints. 

Perhaps if I had not strayed so far 
from Our Lord, I would never have 
known the indescribable rapture of re- 
turning to my Father’s house. 

I can never love God enough or thank 
Him enough for what He has done for 
me. } 


Favorable Report 

Dear Father: Recently I prayed to St. 
Anthony and asked him to grant me the 
favor of a favorable report on my labora- 
tory analysis. I promised that I would 
send a donation and have this published 
in THe Lamp. Thanks to him’and other 
saints, also Our Blessed Mother for 
answering my prayers. I enjoy THe Lamp 
so much. Mrs. F. F., Odessa, Texas 


Favor Granted 

Dear Father: I am enclosing two dollars 
as a special donation for a favor granted 
by the Sacred Heart and St. Anthony. I 
promised to have it published in. THe 
Lamp. A.E.LR. 


Home Debts 

Dear Father: I have been and still am 
praying to Our Blessed Mother and St. 
Anthony to help us in our most difficult 
problems; namely, to be able to clear 
our home debts and be able to keep out 
of debt. My prayers are being gradually 
answered and I promised to have this 
letter published. Mrs. E.R., Ch. Pt., La. 


All Saints 

Dear Father: I’m sending you $3.00 in 
thanksgiving as promised by me to St. 
Anthony and St. Jude. Some months ago 
my prayers were answered almost im- 
mediately and since then I have had 
many more answered. 

I could write two pages and probably 
then some of the many little everyday 
things the Saints have helped me with. 
Like our alarm clock. We haven't had 
it set for months but I am awakened 
every morning by the Poor Souls because 
I have asked their help. Anyone can say 
that it is just habit. But why then is it 

(Continued on page 4) 
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PERON AGAIN 


T this writing the situation in Argentina is still 
not clear. Heavily censored reports appear 
in our newspapers telling this and that, but 
no one knows precisely what has happened 

since the start of the revolt, what is happening now, 
or what the outcome will be. One thing is sure, 
though, Peron is in serious trouble. 

For. reasons of his own that are not apparent, 
Peron, last November, began to harass and perse- 
cute the Church. Some say that he has so misman- 
aged the Argentine economy, and that the standard 
of living is consequently falling so quickly, that he 
needed a scapegoat upon which to place the blame. 
Others claim that he is very much disappointed that 
Rome did not institute proceedings for the beati- 
fication of his late wife, Eva. Probably, though, the 
real cause for his attack upon the Church was his 
fear that a Christian Democratic Party might 
develop to the detriment of his regime. Peron has 
been very quick to stamp out the seeds of any kind 
of political opposition. 

Whatever his reasons, Peron began to act against 
the Church last November. At that time, he accused 
several of the Bishops of interfering in politics. He 
stated quite plainly that he had no quarrel with the 
Church as such, but only with recalcitrant clergy- 
men. He started then to arrest priests for so-called 
political activity. Some 90 of them have since been 
jailed. He banned open air religious processions 
and ceremonies, legalized divorce and prostitution, 
and he instituted proceedings for the disestablish- 
ment of the Church in Argentina. 


_— Rome warned him, it took no official 
action against him until the day he overstepped 
himself and seized two native born Argentine Bish- 
ops, Most Reverend Manuel Tato, and Most Rev- 
erend Ramon Novoa. After keeping them in jail for 
a time, Peron exiled them to Rome. 

As always the Church moved slowly, but laying 
violent hands upon two of the Bishops was too much 
and, consequently, Peron, along with all others who 
“trampled on the rights of the Church” and “used 
violence” against ecclesiastical dignitaries in that 
country, was excommunicated. 

That same day an abortive revolution broke out, 


headed by Naval and Air Force officers. This revo- 
lution was put down quickly. While some com- 
mentators seem to think that the speed with which 
the revolution was overcome has strengthened 
Peron’s hand and made his position in the country 
more secure, there are reasons to believe that such 
is not the case. 

Be that as it may, what effect will the excom- 
munication have on Peron and Peron’s career? Cer- 
tainly it won't help him politically. Many who were 
half-hearted supporters before will desert him com- 
pletely now that he is excommunicated, and some of 
his more ardent followers will probably begin to 
doubt and to waver. 


ERSONALLY he is in sad straits. He is under the 
| geome spiritual penalty that the Church can 
impose. He is deprived of all Sacraments and of any 
participation in the religious life of the Church. If 
he does not come to his senses and repent, he is 
in danger of an eternity in Hell. 

And what effect will the revolution and the 
excommunication have upon the Church in Argen- 
tina? If Peron remains in power, he will probably 
try to make peace with the Church for the sake of 
his political hide. If Peron is forced to resign, his 
successor will probably try to make peace with the 
Church to insure the stability of his regime. In any 
event then, it seems that the recent rioting and revo- 
lution in Argentina, terrible as they were in them- 
selves, will bring some beneficial consequences to 
the freedom of Argentine religious life. 

Nothing, however, is certain, and it may be that 
the Government will fall into the hands of radicals 
who will continue the persecution of Catholics. 

During these troublesome times, then, we who 
are free in the practice of our religion should keep 
our brethren in Argentina in our hearts and in our 
prayers. We ask God to give them strength to bear 
up bravely during these days of uncertainty. We 
ask God also to bring peace and prosperity to the 
Church in Argentina. 

We pray also for Peron and his associates, that 
God may give them grace to come to their senses, 
to repent, and to make their peace with Him. i 
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We commend to the prayers of our 
readers the souls of the faithful 
departed, and particularly the de- 
ceased subscribers and their near 
relatives whose deaths have been 
reported to us last month, Thirty 


Masses will be said for them. 
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Winifred Fitzgerald, Louis y 
4 Schmuke, Joseph Wunderlich, Ny 
Clara Wunderlich, Joseph ( 
( Wunderlich, Jr., Peter Wun- f 
derlich, Vincent Schumke, y 
A Anna Schumke, Anna B. Mc- N 
Eachern, Vincent Schwarz, n 
q Charles McAuliffe, Mr. Herb- 
\ ert Wilson, Idell Ammons, ) 
4 William Culliton, John Mar- 
tin, Grace Hanson, Katherine p 
r Le Chene, Mrs. Helen Sever, 
\ Mrs. Francis Legras, Francis y 
f Legras, Eddie Sever, Mrs. \ 
Sylvester Schimpf, Thomas N 
' Boland, Sister M. Francis 
\ Regis McNamara, Dr. James ) 
A Vincent Carroll, Ed. J. Wil- N 
lenborg, Mr. Thomas Bready, ; 
' Mr. & Mrs. Murphy, Rev. 2 
\ Eugene N. Golding, Miss ) 
f Doris Comtois, Mr. John J. 
4 Deffley, Mr. Wolezak, Mrs. ) 
( Mary Burke, Mrs. Anna Cros > 
\ son, Horton Barth, Thomas ) 
f Lahiff, Selma Genevieve Sul 
4 ser, Joseph Rolling, Cather- N 
( ine Kilkenny, Fr. David O. 3% 
\ Donovan, Sister Martha, John 7 
f{ McKeon, Mrs. John Power, \ 
4 Sarah A. Walker, Mrs. Maud 
' Grayson, Peter H. Jordon, Jo- 
\ hanna Nachel, Agnes Cram- 
f sie, E. A. Shafer, Mrs. J. M. 
4 Walsh, George Pardi, Ger- 
( trude Epping, Joseph Zajicik, 
\ James McKeon, Mrs. Mary 
f Ellen Donald McKeon, Miss 
4 Lyda McKeon, Miss Camille 
| McKeon, Walter McKeon. 
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Correspondence ined 





that on Saturday I don’t wake up until 
later and also Holidays when my hus- 
band doesn’t work. Too, if we have to 
get up earlier I awake at the hour I 
should. It doesn’t just happen! There are 
many more things Just everyday things 
like losing or misplacing something. I 
implore St. Anthony’s help and almost 
instantly there it is in the easiest place to 
find. Maybe I'd search the whole house 
over and then it would appear right 
under my very nose. So I’m very grateful 
to have this chance to “thank all the 
saints, big and small who help in any 
way at all.” 

I enjoy THe Lamp very much. May 
God allow you and your staff to con- 
tinue. Being a busy housewife. I don’t 
have much time for reading, but I do 
enjoy your articles and stories. They are 
short enough to read quickly, but con- 
tain good food for thought. My thanks 
go to people like you who bring the 
knowledge of God to people like us. 

Mrs. Carl Lucius 


First Time 

Dear Father: Enclosed please find $1.00 
offering for three favors received from 
Blessed Saint Anthony. I promised that 
if my requests were granted, since it was 
the first time that I had ever requested 
anything from Saint Anthony, that I 
would have it published in Tue Lamp so 
that other people could pray to him for 
favors. 

God Bless his heart for he has made 
me very happy and I want to thank him 
from the bottom of my heart 

Jo Marie Hunter, Falls Church,Va. 


Great Favor 
Dear Father: I was in need of a great 
favor. I called upon St. Anthony to help 
me, which he did. 

I promised St. Anthony to publish 
this favor in THe Lamp magazine. A.S. 


Sponsor 

Dear Father: Enclosed please find check 
for $13.00—$10.00 as offering for a 
special favor received through the inter- 
cession of St. Anthony and the Infant 
Jesus, and $3.00 my offering as a Gray- 
moor Sponsor for August, September and 
October. 

I promised to publish my thanks in 
Tue Lamp which I enjoy reading each 
month. Miss G. M. Doherty, 

Richmond Hill, N. Y. 


SS. Anthony & Jude 
Dear Father: Enclosed is a donation to 
be divided between St. Anthony and St. 
Jude in thanksgiving to them for a favor 
obtained. 

Another condition was that I would 
request that my thanksgiving be pub- 


lished in Tue Lamp. I would therefore 
sincerely appreciate your doing so as 
soon aS you are abk 

This has been my first experience with 
St. Jude who has proved himself a very 
powerful intercessor. St. Anthony is an 
old friend of mine. 

I would also appreciate receiving any 
prayers you might have which could be 
recited as a thanksgiving for a favor 
received. 

My family finds THe Lamp most in- 
teresting and informative. 

Mrs. Joseph C. Shepard 


Face Healed 
Dear Father: Enclosed is a money order 
for $5.00 offering for a favor received 
through St. Anthony’s Novena. A mole 
on my face was painful and had a scab 
on it. I made a Novena to St. Anthony 
and at the end of the Novena the scab 
fell out and the mole healed. M.E.M. 
Cambridge, Mass. 


Two Favors 

Dear Father: I am enclosing my check 
for $10.00 which I promised to St. An- 
thony for a favor received. Actually I 
have had two favors answered. 

The first novena I made was for my 
husband to get the kind of work he 
would most like to have. My husband 
got the Lumber yard job and is happy. 

The second novena I made was that 
my husband would sell a certain prop- 
erty that was very hard to sell. He 
sold it in a week after I finished my 
novena 

Mrs. R. J. M., Louise, Texas 
Earring Found 
Dear Father: Enclosed please find $5.00 
offering for a favor received through 
St. Anthony. I started a Novena last 
June and I am still making it. 

About two months ago I lost one of 
my good earrings and so I prayed to St 
Anthony with hope so he would help 
me find it. The next day my husband 
found it in the garden and I thought it 
was lost in the house. Please remember 
me in your St. Anthony Novenas for my 
many favors received through St. An- 
thony, Our Lord and His Blessed Mother. 

Mrs. Lottie Eckstein, 
Uniondale, N. Y. 


Helper in Necessities 

Dear Father: Enclosed find a money 
order for $5.00. It is only a small dona- 
tion for the great favors answered by St. 
Anthony. 

Please publish my letter in an issue 
of Tue Lamp. I would like everyone to 
know that he is a helper in necessities. 
I am truly grateful. We all enjoy Tue 
Lamp very much, Mrs. E. J. Leveque, 


Lake Charles, La. 


If you have promised publication and your letter does not appear, do not become upset or worried. 
You keep your promise once you send us the letter and give us permission to publish it. 
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A completed Burse of Five Thousand Dollars 
insures the education of a Graymoor Friar 
and enables him to reach his goal—the Altar 
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St Auguetine and the 


Though civilization stopped, died, ceased to exist 
in North Africa, the Christian tradition of this section 


of the Roman Empire survived in the City of God 


ORTH AFRICA. Roman colonnades and society, remains. Those who, like St. Augustine, find 








inscriptions, splashing fountains at the 

cross-streets inthe heart of the towns, dust 

and desert and the cloudless blue sky. The 
peaks of the Atlas Mountains looming beyond the 
red hills, then the plain, the irrigation ditches, 
the aqueducts bearing the priceless water down in 
arched steps to teeming Carthage. The Mediter- 
ranean, the Middle-Earth Sea, with its fleets of 
square-sailed grain ships pointing prows toward 
Italy, joined by the Alexandrian triremes with their 
jewels, ivory, hides from the interior of the Dark 
Continent. 

This was the home of the young Aurelius August- 
ine. This was the rich province of the Roman 
Empire which seemed to hold promise of an indefi- 
nitely flourishing future. It is strange that this civili- 
zation stopped, died, ceased to exist—halted as 
abruptly as a modern high-powered car driven off 
the road into a brick wall. Internal strife, political 
squabbling, paving the way for the first invasions 
of the barbaric Goths in the fifth century, was fol- 
lowed by the overwhelming tidal wave of Moham- 
medanism in the seventh century. The aqueducts 
clogged with refuse; the banks tumbled into the 
irrigation ditches; the fields dried up and blew 
away, and the towns fell into squalor and filth. Only 
the muezzins, the evening calls to prayer from the 
delicate high minarets, sounded a melancholy note 
of vitality... 


w anything survive the ruin? Yes, the Christian 

tradition of this section of a pagan Empire, the 
words and work of Tertullian, St. Cyprian, the poet 
Lactantius, above all of St. Augustine himself, 
entered into the lifeblood of western Christendom, 
infused the bloodstream with the fiery faith that 
had blazed under North African suns. And herein 
lies a lesson for us today. 

The lesson is this: Civilizations may become too 
efficient, they may become too highly organized so 
that a brittleness results which cannot survive dis- 
aster. But faith in God, increasing the tension of 
the soul but relaxing the nerves of an overstrained 
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and cling to that faith, survive. 

The young Aurelius Augustine’s first steps were 
along the paths marked out for advancement by his 
highly-developed society. At his little village school 
in Tagaste, in spite of his liking for sports, hatred for 
grammar, and even theft of some pears (which he 
repented later), he attracted the attention of a 
wealthy neighbor. This man, Romanianus, financed 
Augustine’s higher education at the university at 
Carthage, to the joy of Augustine’s pagan father. 
Augustine’s mother Monica, devout and_ loving 
Christian, looked on, troubled at first—then, horrified 
as Augustine took up the foolish superstitions of the 
Manichee sect, a group of “thinkers” who wished to 
attribute the evil we do to some supernatural Power 
of Evil, not to ourselves. 

“You must come back to us,” she told Augustine. 
“I wili see you a Catholic Christian before I die.” 


UGUSTINE laughed at St. Monica. He took a mis- 

tress. When his mother came to Carthage to 
plead with him, he even tricked her and slipped 
away on a ship to Rome without telling her. Here 
he fell sick; recovered, but found the Roman stu- 
dents had the unpleasant habit of taking his courses, 
then disappearing without paying him their fees. 
(Augustine had now become a licensed professor. ) 
So he accepted a high honor of the secular society 
he had give his heart to, and went to Milan, at the 
Emperor's invitation, as Imperial Professor of Rheto- 
ric. 

Iie made disciples, whom he led first into the 
Manichee superstition, then, as he was repelled by 
the fatalism inherent in it, out of it to a refined 
skepticism. He became progressively unhappier, 
until, one day as he went to perform one of his most 
honored tasks, that is, to deliver a panegyric before 
the Emperor, he pointed out a drunk staggering 
cheerfully along between the tall apartment houses 
and cried, “See! Behold that one! What do we with 
all our labors and suffering strive for except the 
happiness which he already possesses!” 

Augustine’s good friend Aly- (Cont. on page 8) 
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ST. AUGUSTINE AND THE 

CITY OF GOD 

(From page 6) pius looked at him 
in silence. Something was happening. 
Alypius and the others did not know 
what, they remembered Augustine's 
going frequently, lately, to the Catho- 
lic cathedral in Milan to hear the 
eloquent St. Ambrose preach—but 
Augustine himself had said that was 
only to take notes on the literary 
style of the famous bishop. 

And yet they were right. Something 
was happening. The brilliant secular 
civilization, the achievement of Rome 
of material comfort and order and 
outlets for men’s ambitions and appe- 
titesthis was grinding to a halt in 
St. Augustine’s soul, as surely as, a 
century later, the end came for it on 
a broad scale throughout Italy, North 
Africa, the Mediterranean world. 

This, in fact, was a preview. 

Augustine delivered his panegryic 
—polished lies, as he remarked, later, 
in his Confessions. He received his 
praise and money gift, played out the 
farce, went back to his apartment 
where his mother waited, having 
recently come from North Africa. The 
crisis developed rapidly, like a storm 
picking up speed as it moves in upon 
an exposed, unprotected coast. Augus- 
tine learned of the devotion of Chris- 
tian hermits, like St. Antony of 
Egypt, and of the little bands of 
religious, soldiers of Christ, living 
even at the gates of this great city, 
unpublicized and dead to the world. 

“Why do we delay longer!” he 
cried out once, in an agony of inde- 
cision. “See, the illiterate ones rise 
and take Heaven by storm ahead of 
us!” 

So he came to the breaking point 
in 386, in the famous garden scene in 
which, alone, troubled by the bitter- 
ness of his professional career and the 
lack of meaning in it, he heard the 
mystic voice of a child singing “Take 
and read”; and, considering that a 
divine sign, opened a copy of St. 
Paul's Letters to the passage: “Not 
in revelry and drunkenness, not in 
debauchery and wantonness, not in 
strife and jealousy: But put ye on the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and as for the flesh, 
take no thought for its lusts.” 

Any decision is a wrench. A real 
decision, one on which there is no 
turning back. But this culminating 
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episode really completed the decision 
that Augustine had been making. 
Whatever this new Faith held, wher- 
ever it led him, the old life was ended. 
What difference did it make how 
clever you taught boys to be with 
their tongues, in order to plead cases, 
advance ambitions, deceive listeners? 
Was this what life was for? 

“I will no longer be a seller of 
words,” said Augustine. 

He resigned his position. He told 
Monica what had happened, and with 
joy but also her serene Christian faith 
shining in her eyes, she nodded. He 
took her, with his disciples who now 
began to follow him into the Church 
of Christ, into a brief contemplative 
retirement in the country, before he 
was baptized by St. Ambrose on 
Easter, 387. Legend says they com- 
posed the Te Deum between them, 
antiphonally, upon this occasion. Un- 
doubtedly, the Te Deum resounded in 
their hearts, and in Heaven. 

Back to North Africa. St. Monica 
died the death of a saint on the way, 
assuring her son, who was afraid she 
might fear dying so far away from the 
grave of her husband (whom her 
prayers had also, in the end, con- 
verted) that he might “Bury this body 
where you will—only remember me at 
the altar of Christ.” And St. Augustine 
entered upon a new career. 

By living penuriously, he could 
devote himself to study, meditation, 
and writing of Christian truths. He 
settled joyfully in his old home to 
do so. Before he realized what was 
happening, the North African Chris- 
tians had persuaded him, almost vio- 
lently, to be ordained. Not long after, 
the Bishopric of Hippo was thrust 
upon him. The cares of a Christian 
spiritual ruler were now his. He must 
dispute with the stubborn Manichees; 
reconcile Christians who had fallen 
out; correspond with such famous 
scholars as St. Jerome in Palestine 
about their writings; and run the risk 
of injury and death from the Donat- 
ists, rebels against both civil and 
religious authority, a kind of North 
African Ku Klux Klan. 

Hippo was a tiny, most unimportant 
bishopric. But while St. Augustine 
occupied the see, it shone like a star 
throughout the Christian world, a star 
in the dark night of the dying Roman 
Empire. The Manichees waxed inso- 
lent—Christians looked to the Bishop 
of Hippo for eloquent replies, and 
such a loving, moving defense of the 
Faith as his Enchiridion or his On 
the True Religion. Italy itself was in- 
vaded, and Rome fell temporarily into 
the hands of the Goths, for the first 
time in a thousand years, and was 
sacked. The flames of that disaster 
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spread terror from Gibraltar to the 
Jordan, but Christians had, in St. 
Augustine’s City of God, a mighty 
comfort, a vision of the eternal city of 
the just ruled by God, which no 
earthly disaster could shake. 

And there was the immortal literary 
masterpiece, a masterpiece just be- 
cause it was penned from St. Augus- 
tine’s heart, with no thought of secular 
fame, the Confessions, the story of the 
movement of a soul from the darkness 
into the light, the story of Aurelius 
Augustine, the brilliant North African, 
who had found God. 

“Two loves make two cities,” St. 
Augustine wrote in his City of God; 
“the love of self to the contempt of 
God makes the earthly city, the love 
of God to the contempt of self, the 
heavenly.” This heavenly city, more 
splendid, even, than the _ stately 
marble arches, the paved roads and 
graceful aqueducts of North Africa, 
became the obsession and the goal of 
western Christendom, something to 
hold fast to through difficult times, a 
vision which did not fail as the faith 
which inspired it burned stronger. 
And, slowly and painfully, through 
the centuries, the mystery of the In- 
carnation was repeated, the vision 
took flesh, and Christian ideals of 
freedom and justice were realized in 
institutions and morals which did 
without the slave whip and sexual 
perversion of the ancient world. 

Thanks to St. Augustine. Nor is the 
vision gone, if we will only reread 
and ponder his words—today—now, 
while two thirds of the world, the 
colored two thirds which has been so 
largely untouched by the Faith, 
wavers between the freedom and jus- 
tice which is our often neglected 
legacy and the communist material- 
istic tyranny, the creed of “love of 
self” and “envy of others” which, as 
St. Augustine saw 1,500 years ago, 
makes a wilderness first of man’s 
soul, then of his cities, his civilization. 

What will the future bring? St. 
Augustine has charted the possible 
courses; North Africa, not yet re- 
covered from 1,300 years’ desolation, 
lies like a landmark, a warning, a 
sermon in history. Its colonnades, 
its broken arches glitter in the bril- 
liant sunshine as we ask its greatest 
son to help us toward the lasting 
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Our Lady’s Month. There are five 
prominent feasts of Our Lady that 
fall during the month of August. 
They are: Our Lady of the Angels, or 
the Portiuncula (August 2); Our 
Lady of the Snows (the 5th); The 
Assumption (the 15th); the Imma- 
culate Heart of Mary (the 22nd); 
and the Seven Joys of Our Lady. We 
should pray particularly to Our Lady 
for the cause of Christian Unity. 


St. Peter’s Chains. The month of Au- 
gust opens with this feast of the 
Prince of the Apostles: In the Basili- 
ca of the Apostles the chains which 
bound St. Peter when imprisoned by 
Nero are preserved and venerated. 
In honor of this relic the famous poem 
of Arator has been inscribed in the 
church; it reads as follows: “By these 
chains, O Rome, is thy faith strength- 
ened. This band which encircles thee 
ensures thy salvation. Thou shalt al- 
ways be free, for what shalt thou not 
obtain through these chains which 
have bound him who can loose all 
fetters. His invincible arm, merciful 
even in its glory, will never permit 
these walls to be thrown down by 
the enemy. He who unlocks the gates 
of heaven will bar the road to the 
enemies of Rome.” 


Throughout all the centuries of the 
existence of the Church its members 
have been in chains. This is a law of 
the spiritual growth and development. 
“If they have persecuted me, they 
will also persecute you. The servant 
is not greater than the master...” But 
this fact does not free us from the 
obligation to pray for our suffering 
brethren in other lands, that they may 
have the courage and fortitude to 
suffer for the faith, and if need be 
to die for it. 


Archbishop Cushing. The Most Rev- 
erend Archbishop of Boston re- 
cently delivered an address entitled 
“Ours is the Challenge of the Times.” 
“The conduct of Christians,” he de- 
clared, “...must be resolute in re- 
ceiving and finding in the divine 
charity in practice that active assis- 
tance towards a Christian co-exis- 
tence, the unity of mankind in the 
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family of Christ, which alone can be 
efficacious of peace. 

“In the life of the Church the 
challenge of our times is that of 
bringing back to the Church and to 
the sacraments the faithful who have 
lapsed from its unifying fold. This... 
challenge is one which we, as indi- 
vidual Catholics, are frequently all 
too unaware. The fact remains, how 
ever, that every move to win back 
for Christ one of His lost sheep is a 
move in the direction of achieving 
that larger unity among mankind that 
is the solution to the problem of co- 
existence.” 

All the faithful should be animated 
with the spirit of the Good Shepherd 
in seeking after the lost sheep. The 
Legion of Mary and other apostolic 
enterprises do tremendous good in 
bringing souls back to the Church, 
but there are thousands, and even 
millions, who are untouched by their 
zealous labors. If every Catholic, in 
every walk of life, would pray and 
labor, according to his circumstances, 
for a soul who has lapsed from the 
fold, what a harvest we should win 
for the Good Shepherd. 

The wonderful fact about the 

propagation of the faith is this: the 
more we seek to spread it, the more 
deeply does it live in our own souls. 
The more we seek to be_ instru 
ments in the hands of God in bring- 
ing it to men, the more we possess it 
and love it ourselves. 
St. Augustine, Artisan of Unity. In a 
recent work by a French writer, this 
title is applied to the great bishop of 
Hippo whose feast the Church cele- 
brates on August 28. The follies of 
his youth are almost a household 
word; and the prayers of his holy 
mother, St. Monica, who begged God 
for eighteen years that her son might 
be converted. 

At the age of 32 Augustine broke 
with his evil past. Grace flooded his 
soul and he became a model priest 
and bishop. In many respects he is 
considered the greatest doctor of the 
Church. 

Many titles have been given him. 
The keeness of his intellect, the 
beauty of his rhetoric, the flashes of 
genius that rise up so often portray 
the greatness of his character. But 
much more they reveal the infinite 
goodness and love of God. 

One of the chief reasons why St. 
Augustine so appeals to us is his all- 
out love for the Church. He de- 
fended her against one heresy after 





another. He was passionately devoted 
to her interests; he was ever con- 
scious of her mission in the world, At 
times our great saint has been called 
Doctor of Grace, Doctor of the Mysti- 
cal Body, Doctor of God’s Mercy. But 
we refer to him as Doctor of Unity. 

“Catholics, my beloved brethren,” 
he wrote, “one flock of the one shep- 
herd, I cant not how the enemy may 
insult the watchdog of the fold; it is 
not for my own defence, but for yours 
that I must bark. I must tell this 
enemy that I condemn my former 
wanderings and my errors, as every- 
one else does; I can but see therein 
the glory of Him who delivered me 
from myself. When I hear my for- 
mer life brought forward, no matter 
with what intention it may be done, 
I am not so ungrateful as to be af- 
flicted thereat; for the more they 
show up my misery, the more I 
praise my physician.” 

“Pray for us,” he preached at the 
beginning of his reign as bishop, 
“pray for us, who live in so precarious 
a position, as it were, between the 
teeth of furious wolves. These 
wandering sheep, obstinate sheep, 
are offended because we run after 
them, as if their wandering made 
them cease to be ours. What do you 
call us, they say; why do you pursue 
us? But the very reason of our cries 
and our anguish is that they are run- 
ning to their ruin. 

“If I am lost, if I die, what is it to 
thee? What do you want with me? 
What I want is to call you back from 
thy wandering; what I desire is to 
snatch you from death... Whether 
you will it or not, I shall call back 
the wandering sheep. I shall seek the 
lost sheep. The thorns may tear me; 
but however narrow the opening may 
be, it shall not check my pursuit. I 
will beat every bush so long as the 
Lord gives me strength. Only thus 
can I get to you, who strive to perish.” 
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BY FLORENCE CHRISTIAN 


LABORING man of mixed Aztec Indian de- 
scent was recently given the distinction of 
being the top citizen of the town of Nor- 
walk, California on the first and only ballot 

taken; and therein lies a story of love and service 

“beyond the call of duty.” 

The population of Norwalk is approximately 
70,000 and certainly Manuel Valencia, who has 
little formal education and less civic influence, 
never dreamed of being chosen “Citizen of the 
Year” in his locality . . . About 16 community 
leaders and persons of prominence were nominated 
and given consideration, but according to the com- 
mittee, there never was any serious doubt as to 
the final outcome of the voting. 

The story of Manuel Valencia is also the story 
of. Margaret, his attractive wife. Blind almost since 
birth, for the first few years of her life she saw 
greyness (which was light) accentuated by the 
dark outlines of objects that reached her limited 
vision. Then many operations obliterated even 
that much sight and her world became perma- 
nently dark. 

Margaret and Manuel are the parents of three 
lovely children, Mary Frances, born in 1944, who 
has all the proud grace and beauty of an Aztec 
princess, Joan, a brown-eyed doll born in 1949, 
and Manuel, Jr. (known affectionately as “Spike”), 
born in 1950. 


M ARGARET keeps her own house. She does her own 
washing, irons her children’s clothing, cooks the 
family meals, makes beds, sweeps the floors and 
gets her school-age daughter off on schedule. 
During the summer time she sees to it that the 
children enjoy all the cultural and physical ad- 
vantages the community of Norwalk has to offer 
such as music and dancing lessons, music for 
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The top citizen of the town of Norwalk 
was chosen because of love and service 


given over and beyond the call of duty 


Man With the 





Big Sombrero 


Spike and dancing lessons for Mary Frances and 
Joan. Margaret is a college graduate. She wants a 
good education for the Valencia children. Manuel 
wants this too. That isn’t enough, however. What 
they want for their own children they also want 
for the underprivileged youth of their locality. 


HE Valencias do not have much of this world’s 
y eal The house they live in Manuel built 
with his own hands for his wife and children. 
He also put up a tall, strong fence with a gate 
that locked. He wanted his children to be free to 
play when he was away at his work; but he knew 
his wife couldn't watch them as closely as a sighted 
wife could, even though her other. senses are 
developed to an extraordinary degree. Margaret 
Valencia can smell danger, feel it, taste it in the 
air and hear it coming, but she cannot see it! The 
tall strong fence kept the children from straying 
out of the yard when they were little. It kept 
them within the orbit of their mother’s love and 
protection while their father was out earning their 
daily bread. 

When Manuel came home from his physically 
fatiguing work at night, there was more work to 
be done, things Margaret couldn't do with her one 
limitation, things sighted people take for granted, 
such as matching the children’s colored socks and 
rolling two of the same color together. Now that 
the two girls are old enough they can give Mar- 
garet a few pointers on the baffling subject of 
color and what looks pretty with what. When I 
met the three young Valencias they were har- 
moniously dressed, for although their mother does 
not see, color has always been a fascinating sub- 
ject to her and one to which she has given con- 
siderable attention. She knows, for instance, that 
most shades of blue are becoming to her with her 



















very fair skin, dark hair and blue eyes. She also 
knows that her pretty dark-haired, dark-eyed 
children can wear a gay variety of colors without 
any elemental clashes. 

Margaret likes to enter contests, and a few 
years ago she won a television set for her delighted 
family. She sent Manuel to town to select her 
prize from a group of models set before him, some 
with 17 inch screens, some with 21 inch. Most 
people in our materialistic world would have 
selected the set having the largest screen and 
costing the most money, but not Manuel. 

“Our living room isn’t so very large,” he ex- 
plained to me. “We didn’t need a big set. Besides 
it was a gift and I didn’t want to take the 
biggest one they had. The small screen fits better 
in our house anyhow!” 

Several years ago Manuel was earning his 
living as a gardener, and a good one. He worked 
for wealthy people by the day and had a number 
of homes he serviced on a regular basis. He had 
his own truck then, and his own gardening tools. 








He was an independent man! Then he ran into 
financial difficulties, sickness struck, and he in- 
jured his back. The truck had to go! 

He was unable to work as a gardener now, yet 
the needs of life for himself and his family were 
essentially the same. He had to buy food and 
clothing. In addition there was medical care to 
be reckoned with. He had to have money! 

Manuel Valencia fell back on the knowledge of 
Indian crafts he had learned as a small boy 
when he lived in Tucson, Arizona. He did some 
leather work. He made Indian jewelry. He sold 
his handiwork to whoever would buy from him. 

The money Manuel made helped, but it wasn’t 
enough. Proud as they were, the Valencias had to 
ask for help, or see their children go hungry. 
Margaret contacted the Welfare Department in 
her community. She was entitled to Aid for the 
Blind and it was the monthly check from this 
source which tided the Valencias over the most 
difficult period of their life together. 

As soon as Manuel’s back (Cont. on page 16) 
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At one time they called him Lucky Mac from one end 


of the oilmen’s world to the other. He shouldn’t have 


come back but a hunch was a hunch and a fire was a fire 


TANDING on the rain-soaked railway plat- 

form at Leduc, Mac Dutton told himself he 

should never have come back. He knew 

why he'd done it, of course. He’d called it a 
hunch, like the ones he used to get before he put 
out big fires, in the days when they'd called him 
“Lucky Mac” from one end of the oilman’s world to 
another. But he'd only been kidding himself. He 
knew as well as he knew a hard hat from a crown 
platform that he’d come because he wanted to see 
Johnny Flynn again—Johnny and old 13 that they'd 
brought in together, before they split up and lost 
the thing they'd known together—something rarer 
than oil. 

Maybe there was another reason, too. Maybe it 
was because he sensed the days of the old fire- 
killers were over. Whether he liked to face it or not, 
chartered planes would never again fly him half-way 
around the world to put out an oil fire. Crowds 
wouldn't scream when a truck, with a police escort, 
roared with him down the streets of some oil town. 
They used better mud these days, better drilling 
methods; and kids from college were there to spot 
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trouble before it began. Even when they did get a 
big one—like that one at Leduc, when Atlantic 3 
went wild—they didn’t send for Lucky Mac Dutton. 
Not any more. 


He made a wry face and squinted westward, 
across the Alberta farmscape. It had done things to 
him, coming back—stirred up the old wounds. The 
strings of black, camel-humped tankers on the sid- 
ings, the rank taste of crude filling his nose—he was 
like an old war horse back near the battlefields 
again. 

He went up to the town. The spring wind knifed 
across the flatlands. There weren’t so many smoke- 
clouds on the skyline now. Things had changed 
from *47. Leduc was an old settled field now. The 
derricks were down, scattered to other fields, from 
Peace River to the Williston and Big Horn. Yeah; 
the guts and the glory were gone; she was tamed, 
an oilman’s saga. These pumps that worked like 
jeweller’s scales, supping the oil gently from the 
earth, feeding it into an underground pipeline— 
hah! Some change! 

He wondered if Johnny was changed, too. Think- 











ing of the woman that could tame that wild-willed 
Irishman, a ghost of a smile touched his heart. Still, 
Johnny could be married. Maybe with a son who 
played with his dad’s old oil hat. Old 13 was enough 
to set a man up—even a man like Johnny. These 
were the things he’d come back to see. Then he’d 
shake the ache out of his system and beat it and 
never return. 

He hadn't planned to pass the cheap cafe 
on the corner. The memories, as alive as if it 
had been yesterday, leaped out and snaked him. 
They'd celebrated in that cafe the day old 13 blew 
in. Seemed incredible how crazy the¥d been—as if 
that black oil was opium to their senses. In there, 
that blonde had kissed Johnny, had turned the big 
guy's head. 

“Allow me to be the first to facilitate youse both, 
Johnny.” 

Even to Mac, it didn’t seem possible now. He 
wished he'd let the blonde take Johnny for all he 
had—for all they both had. Better to lose a well 
than a partner like Johnny. He knew that now. 

They'd fought it out finally, with all the hate 


of men closer than brothers. When they couldn't 
stand up, they'd flipped a coin to see who got the 
well. 

Mac lost. He spit the blood out of his mouth and 
got off the floor. “So long, sucker!” Like that, he'd 
walked out. 

But it seemed he’d lost more than an oil well 
that day. It was as if he'd lost the “Lucky” they 
tagged on his name, in the old d when he and 
Johnny set out to conquer the oil world together. 

He swallowed the memories, turned off to the 
field-equipment yard where Johnny had talked the 
owner into staking him to two miles of pipe five 
years before. The old Jew who ran it hadn't changed 
much. They talked, like men do who've seen booms 
come and pass. Mac asked him about Johnny. 

“He has troubles,” Abraham said philosophically. 
“Like everyone these days. One fellow has oil troub- 
les, another has health troubles—” 

“Flynn’s got an oil well, though,” Mac said. “A 
rich one, too—” 

Abraham gave him a look. “I forgot—you been 
away. Old 13’s not so hot these (Cont. on page 20) 
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As we promise in 
our June issue, we are using most of 
the space in the “Graymoor Annals” 
this month to tell you about our 
General Chapter held this year from 
May 22nd to May 31st. Our decision 
to hold the Chapter in Washington 
at our new Atonement Seminary was 
very fortunate because many of the 
delegates who had been on the Mis- 
sions had not seen the new building. 
In addition, Washington is very beau- 
tiful at this time of the year. The 
weather was fairly good. At first it 
was quite cool but then, as the Chap- 
ter went on, it became very warm. 
But despite the heat, all of the dele- 
gates enjoyed their stay. The com- 
modious buildings, and the beautiful 
grounds, and the fine care taken of 
them by the Sisters and Father John 
Marie, S.A., the procurator, contrib- 
uted not a little to their comfort. 
Moreover, many of the Fathers who 
had not seen each other for years 
found great consolation in greeting 
old classmates and re-living old ex- 
periences. 

General Chapters, which occur 
every six years with us, are divided 
into two parts: the Chapter of Elec- 
tions at which we choose our major 
officials, and the Chapter of Affairs. 

The serious business of the Chapter 
began on the morning of May 25th. 
After the opening prayers, which are 
quite long and include an invocation 
to the Holy Ghost asking for His help 
in the Chapter, and after the words 
of welcome addressed to the dele- 
gates by the Very Reverend Father 
General, each delegate took an oath 
to observe perpetual secrecy con- 
cerning the affairs of the Chapter 
that are not made public by official 
proclamation. After that, five of the 
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Capitulars (i.e., Fathers attending the 
Chapter) Father Bonaventure, Father 
Samuel, Father Stephen, Father An- 
drew, and Father Wilfrid were ap- 
pointed as auditors to examine and 
prepare a summary of the proposals 
to be submitted for action. The duty 
of the auditors is similar to the work 
of a resolutions committee. 

Father Eugene Figueroa, S.A. 
Vicar General, then read the finan- 
cial report. After he had finished, 
Father Angelus read his report con- 
cerning the personnel and the achieve- 
ments of the Society during the past 
six years. Much of this report was 
very similar to the account written in 
the June issue of THe Lamp. After- 
wards, both of these rather lengthy 
reports, the financial and the achieve- 
ment, were given to a committee of 
delegates, Father Bernard, Father 
Raphael and Father Bernardine for 
inspection and approval. 

The following day, Thursday, May 
26th, was the day of retreat for all 
of the Fathers of the Chapter. At the 
Solemn High Mass offered in the 
morning by the Very Reverend 
Father General in honor of the Holy 
Ghost, Father Samuel preached the 
sermon. For our retreat conferences 
we were fortunate indeed to have 
the Very Reverend Ignatius Smith, 
O.P. who gave two very inspiring 
talks: one in the morning on Work, 
and the other in the afternoon on 
Prayer. 

Father Smith told us that he has 
had a personal interest in our growth 
and development ever since the day 
in 1908 when he met Father Paul 
James Francis, our Founder, riding 
the streetcar to his appointment with 
the Apostolic Delegate in Washing- 
ton. From that time on, he has been 
a great friend to the Friars of the 
Atonement. He was present at the 
opening of our Major Seminary at the 
Catholic University and, as Professor 
of Philosophy and Homiletics there, 
he taught most of our Friars who are 
now ordained. It was he who 
preached the eulogy at the time of 
our Founder's death, and the sermon 
that he gave at our Golden Jubilee 
Ceremony is a masterpiece. We shall 
always be indebted to Father Smith 
for his kindness, for his encourage- 
ment and for his help. 

No sessions of the Chapter were 
held on Friday at all. This is in 
accordance with our Constitutions 
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which leave this time free in order 
that the Fathers of the Chapter may 
have an opportunity to discuss the 
qualifications of those who might be 
considered for office. While Canon 
Law is very strict in prohibiting any 
kind of electioneering at Chapters, 
nevertheless, it does make provision 
for discussion so that the electors 
may know the virtues, the experience, 
the training, the capabilities and the 
status of health of those who might 
be called-upon to rule the Society. 

On Saturday morning at nine 
o'clock, all of the Capitular Fathers 
assembled in the Chapter Room, and, 
after having called upon the Holy 
Ghost for light and assistance, again, 
they re-elected Father Angelus Dela- 
hunt, S.A. as Superior General of the 
Society of the Atonement. Father 
Angelus was installed in his new posi- 
tion immediately thereafter. Kneel- 
ing at the foot of the altar in the 
beautiful new Chapel he renewed his 
profession of Faith and took the oath 
against modernism. He promised at 
the same time conscientiously to ful- 
fill the many burdens imposed upon 
him. Exultantly, the assembled Friars 
chanted the Te Deum and at its con- 
clusion the members of the Chapter, 
together with Father John Marie S.A., 
Brother Emmanuel, Brother George 
and Brother Simon, advanced to the 
Sanctuary to pay homage to their 
spiritual father, protector and pro- 
vider. In a brief informal talk, Father 
General asked everyone present for 
the assistance of their prayers that he 
might worthily fulfill so distinguished 
an office. 

Father Angelus came to Graymoor 
in 1925 from New Brunswick, Can- 
ada. After completing his course in 
Philosophy and Theology at the Cath- 
olic University in Washington, he 
was ordained in 1937 to the Holy 
Priesthood and assigned to the staff 
of St. John’s Atonement Seminary at 
Graymoor where he himself had 
made his preparatory studies. In 1939 
he became Rector of the Atonement 
Seminary of the Holy Ghost in Wash- 
ington and remained there until 1944, 
The following two years Father An- 
gelus was Master of Lay Brothers at 
Graymoor, and from 1946 until 1947 
he served as Guardian of St. Paul's 
Friary there. Until his election as 
Father General in 1949 he spent the 
time as a member of the Graymoor 
Mission Band, giving Missions and 




































































retreats in various parts of this coun- 
try. At the beginning of his second 
term in office, Father Angelus re- 
quests the continued prayers of all 
of our friends and benefactors who 
have been so good to him in the 
past. 

The election for the other officers 
of the Society, the Definitors Gen- 
eral, the Secretary General, the Treas- 
urer General, and the Procurator 
General to the Holy See tock place 
that afternoon. 

The first Definitor General elected, 
who is also the Vicar General of 
the Society, was Father Bonaventure 
Koelzer S.A. Father Bonaventure took 
his major studjes at the Catholic 
University in Washington and was 
ordained at St. Anthony’s Church, 
Hereford, Texas, the first mission 
opened by the Friars of the Atone- 
ment. For the past six years Father 
Bonaventure has been acting as Def- 
initor General. 

The second Definitor General is 
Father Wilfrid Brennan, S.A., and 
the third, Father Alexander Beaton 
S.A. Both of these friars come from 
Montour Falls. Father Wilfrid was 
Rector of the minor seminary and 
Father Alexander has been Guardian 
of that house for the past six years. 
Father Samuel Cummings, S.A. was 
elected fourth Definitor. He has been 
editor of THE Lamp ever since Father 
Dunstan Donovan, the former editor, 
went to Rome six years ago. Father 
John Forest Tierney, S.A. who has 
been Secretary General for the past 
six years, was re-elected to this post. = - 

Father Andrew Lewis, S.A. was Capitulars 1955—Left to right—Front row—Frs. John Forest, Alexander, Bonaventure, Angelus, 
elected Treasurer General. He has Wilfrid, Samuel, Andrew. Second row—Bernard, John Baptist, Aquinas, Leon, Hyacinth, 
been Novice Master at Our Lady of Stephen, Aloysius. Back row—Titus, Thomas, Eugene, Bernardine, Raphael, Dunstan, Peter 
the Atonement Novitiate, Valley Baptist, Roger 

Falls, R. I. Finally, Father Raphael 
Grande, S.A. who served as Father 
General of the Society for ten years 
after the death of our Founder, 
Father Paul, and who has been serv- 
ing as Procurator to the Holy See 
ever since we became a Papal In- a 
stitute, was re-elected to that very { 
impertant office. 

Immediately after the elections the 
newly elected were installed in office 
at a brief ceremony in the Commun- 
ity Chapel. That ended the Chapter 
of Elections. 

The General Chapter reconvened 
both on Sunday and Monday to con- 
tinue its sessions to legislate for the 
maintenance and expansion of our 
various activities. Many matters were 
discussed, many ideas evolved and 
many recommendations were made. 
Of particular interest was the discus- 
sion of the building of a new Friary at 
Graymoor as those of you who have iia “ _— A a I 
been to Graymoor may know our pres- Definitorium 1955-61—Left to right—Frs. Alexander, Bonaventure, Angelus, Wilfrid, Samuel. 
ent Friary built (Cont. on page 16) Back row—John Forest, Andrew, Raphael 
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Definitorium 1949-55—Left to right—Frs. Thomas, Eugene, Angelus, Bonaventure, Samuel. 
Back row—Raphael, John Forest 
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(From page 15) in 1926 is much 
too small. Another matter of supreme 
importance to the welfare of the Con- 
gregation and to the furtherance of 
our work was the discussion concern- 
ing the promotion of the Chair of 
Unity League of Our Lady of the 
Atonement. 

On Monday evening, immediately 
following night prayer, a Nocturn of 
the Office of the Dead was chanted 
for our departed brethren, relatives 
and benefactors. In this Office, your 
beloved dead were remembered, as 
well as in the Solemn High Mass that 
was offered the next morning by the 
Father General for the repose of 
their souls. 

The Chapter convened for the final 
session on Tuesday morning. Mean 
while, the Committee under the 
Chairmanship of Father John Forest, 
the Secretary General, who also acted 
as Secretary to the Chapter, prepared 
the minutes of the meeting, tech- 
nically known as the Tabula Defini- 
tionis. The Tabula was read and 
approved. The Father General gave 
a brief talk encouraging the Fathers 
to continue the good work that they 
were doing. The meeting was then 
adjourned. 

Shortly thereafter, the Fathers all 
assembled in the Chapel to consecrate 
the Society of the Atonement formally 
to Our Lady under our own title of 
the Atonement. After the final prayers 
which are required by the ritual were 
said and after Benediction of the 
Most Blessed Sacrament, the Father 
General gave his blessing to all and 
permission to depart. t 





MAN WITH THE BIG SOMBRERO 
(From page 11) was strong enough 
he found a job, this time as a con- 
struction worker. Unfortunately none 
of the construction jobs were close to 
where he lived. In fact, a car was al- 
most a necessity, but not quite. How 
could a man who had been laid up for 
so long buy himself even a second- 
hand car? There simply was not 
enough money in the family treasury 
for even the most antique model. 
Manuel, however, solved his dilemma. 
What about the family bicycle? He 
grew elated. So did Margaret! She 
did not doubt, for good and personal 
reasons, that a bicycle was all her 
dauntless husband needed. 

Every morning, while the rest of 
the town was still sleeping, Manuel 
pedaled thirty miles to his construc- 
tion job along a highway so blanket- 
ed with fog at times that he could 
scarcely see where he was going. 
He tried to ride close to a curb he 
couldn’t see because he was not alone 
in the fog. Cars going as fast as they 


16- Che Lamp - Hat act May BE 


dared swished by him in the thick 


grey of it. At times the hair fairly 
stood up on the nape of his neck, 
but he had to get where he was 


going. It was a good job and steady. 
His family needed the money. The 
cold, the fog, the long ride on the 
bicycle, the danger of getting run 
down didn’t matter. It was all in the 
day’s work. 

The business of putting up 
ings isn’t the easiest in the world 
by any means, especially with a pre- 
liminary thirty mile bicycle ride as 
an introduction. He used his hands, 
arms, legs, back and allied muscles 
all day long, then gave them an ad- 
ditional workout on the thirty mile 
jaunt back home. Consider this, then 
take the measure of the man! 

It would seem that his hands were 
mighty full of his own problems, but 
that wasn’t the way Manuel Valencia 
looked at matters, and it is small 
wonder that he won the Herald- 
American trophy as “Man of the 
Year.” 

About two years ago, Manuel 
started giving many hours a week to 
the guidance and welfare of about 
thirty underprivileged children in his 
area and this work he still continues. 

Manuel has a truck again, and ac- 
cording to the Herald-American he 
puts it to good use. The following is 
quoted from the newspaper: 

“Out of a very limited income, as 
a laboring man, he has contributed 
food and money for supplies, and 
transportation in his truck for camp- 
ing trips, nature study expeditions 
and other excursions. 

“He has provided space in 
own yard and very small home for 
the teaching of hand skills and per- 
sonal conduct guidance. The prod- 
ucts of these hand skills have been 
exhibited by the boys at the Norwalk 
Fair, and at the Ramona School Car 
nival under his supervision. 

“Since Mr. Valencia is of Aztec 
Indian descent, his boys, who are 
part of the Woodcraft Rangers’ or- 
ganization, selected the name “Aztec 
Rangers” to designate their group. 
This group is composed largely of 
Mexican-American boys, seven to 
twelve years of age, but membership 
is not limited to any one nationality, 
race or creed. 

“Although Mr. Valencia 
only a limited formal education, his 
intelligent understanding of the prob- 
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lems and needs of the boys has 
contributed to better school behavior, 
less vandalism and a_ better 
munity spirit for all who live in his 
area. 

“Mr. Valencia is encouraged and 
aided by his talented blind wife, 
Margaret, a graduate of Hunter Col- 
lege. She has made her home a 
rendezvous which includes a_ full 
cooky jar, singing around the piano 
and stories read from her large Braille 
books.” 

While doing all this, Manuel Val- 
encia pays a depth of reverence and 
homage to God. Deeply devout, he 
makes a special pilgrimage every six 
to eight months, and distance is no 
handicap. He has a special devotion 
to St. Francis (Patron Saint of the 
Indies). In repayment for the bless- 
ings he has received for his family, 
for himself, for his boys, for his 
friends Manuel makes the long jour- 
ney from Norwalk, California (or 
from wherever else he happens to 
be) to the Mission of San Xavier del 
Bac, which is conducted by the Fran- 
Fathers 
miles south of Tucson, Arizona. 

When Manuel lived in Tucson, he 
frequently walked the full nine miles 
to the old Mission, performed his 
devotions of prayer and thanksgiving, 
and walked the nine miles back. Now 
that he lives in California he 
over in car. There have been 
times, however, when he hasn’t had 
a car in which to make the trip. A 
lesser man might excuse himself from 
making the pilgrimage, but not Man- 
uel. Suppose the car won't run? The 
bicycle will, and it doesn’t have to 
be filled with gas at service stations 
all along the way! All it needs is a 
stout-hearted engineer at the handle- 
bars and that Manuel is. All it 
needs is sturdy legs to pedal it and 
that Manuel has! 

Should the bicycle fall apart, 
should there be no money at all for 
bus fare in the family treasury, do 
you think St. Francis would miss a 
visit from this most loyal pilgrim? Not 
at all! Nine miles or five hundred— 
what difference does it make. Man- 
uel Valencia would make the jour- 
ney to San Xavier if he had to walk 
all the way from Norwalk, California. 
If he couldn’t walk, I believe this 
dauntless man would crawl on_ his 
hands and knees! 

How do I know? Why am I so 
sure? Well he gets to San Xavier no 
matter what, and he gets anywhere 
else he wants to get with whatever 
materials he has on hand from shoe 
leather to bicycles to beat-up trucks. 

There is love and romance in the 
story of Manuel and Margaret Val- 
encia. She was (Cont. on page 18) 
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y Favorite Communist 


This particular specimen of mine is about as happy 


as an undertaker studying statistics of a declining death rate 


He can‘t understand at all how I can be so cheerful 


NE of these days I am going to get my Com- 

munist friend to laugh. When that happens 

it will be the end of his Communism. Have 

you noticed how cheerful these fellows are? 
My particular specimen is about as happy as an 
undertaker studying statistics of a declining death 
rate. Sometimes I have made him smile—well, he 
has opened his lips and showed his teeth for a 
flickering second—but beyond that, nothing. It 
seems to me that he is under orders not to exhibit 
any expressions of joy, as these are not laid down 
in the Soviet Constitution. I like this Communist, 
but, as I tell him, I do not like his Communism. He, 
of course, pities me. He cannot understand how it is 
I can be so cheerful with the chains of servitude 
clanking about me as I stumble along. The priests 
have manacled and shackled me and when he feels 
like it the Pope can kick me in the teeth—just 
like that. If I do not like it, or show any resistance, 
a Papal Bull will toss me out of the fold. 

He is so different. According to him the dawn of 
reason broke in the nineteenth century and the 
pleasant fellows that broke it were Marx and Engels. 
Have you ever seen their photographs? They, too, 
look as cheerful as an undertaker come to measure 
the body. If you ever want to make a Communist 
really mad, show him a photograph of the assembled 
Politburo and ask him what they are laughing at. 
They all look as though mother-in-law who came 
for two weeks, is still with them after two years. 


y friend is a Communist platform speaker and 
M he knows his stuff (and nonsense). He is of 
medium height but overweight all the way up. His 
short black hair sticks up like a scrubbing brush 
and with his rimless spectacles he looks indignant 
even when he is not looking. And indignation is his 
attitude on life. He burns with indignation against 
everything that is not nationalized, collectivized, 
communized and paralyzed. But things that burn 
us up, burn us out. My friend is all burnt out with 


my incredible obtuseness. He hates with a consum- 
ing passion Fascism, Capitalism, Monarchism, and 
Catholicism. His gospel is Marx and mine is Mark's 
and ne’er the twain shall meet. According to him 
I am still living in the Middle Ages, but as there 
was nothing middling about the Middle Ages; that 
suits me. When I first knew him he confessed 
respect for the Catholic Church but spoke of it 
contemptuously. Now, he treats it with contempt 
but speaks of it respectfully. But, surprisingly, we 
do agree on one thing. He is convinced that the 
most considerable enemy of Communism is not the 
atom bomb, the hydrogen bomb, or germ warfare, 
but Catholicism. Once destroy the Catholic Church, 
he says, and everything will be plain sailing. As 
that is akin to trying to move an immovable object, 
I tell him so, but he is not amused. 


HEN he is rampaging on his platform he gives 
the impression, like all Communists, that he is 
battling with something larger than himself, as in- 
deed he is. One of the things he battles with is 
human nature and when I am present at his 
meetings he glares at me as though I am the cause 
of all the trouble. On the ground we are buddies, 
but when he is aloft, I am less than the dust beneath 
his chariot wheels. He looks upon me as the Official 
Opposition. I am the fly in his ointment, the cuckoo 
in his nest, the storm cloud on his horizon. “My 
Roman Catholic comrade down there...” he says. 
Comrade, mark you! Then he declaims with eloquent 
indignation pointing at me like Mark Antony at 
the body of Caesar. Before he is finished I find that 
I am responsible for all the slums, the Korean war, 
slave labor, the fall of Port Arthur, the New York 
Stock Exchange, the rigging of the markets whereby 
International Jellies have softened and Associated 
Concretes have hardened, the atom bomb on Hiro- 
shima and Uncle Tom Cobbley an’ all. 
My friend is strong on political economy. He 
knows tomorrow why the (Cont. on page 18) 


BY E. J. KEEGAN 


THAT ALL MAY BE ONE - (he Lamp - 17 








MY FAVORITE COMMUNIST 
(From page 17) prophecy he made 
yesterday did not happen after all 
today, and he can prove it to six 
places of decimals. When he is ques- 
tioned on any of his economic points 
he attacks the questioner with the 
frantic energy of a man who has just 
come upon a houseful of burst pipes. 
It is a deluge of oratory, accompanied 
by thumping of the platform, hands 
thrown to heaven and eyes glowing 
like traffic lights. Communists do not 
like their statements questioned, 
especially when they: refer to their 
carefully prepared ‘figures. My Red 
friend says that figures cannot lie, 
but I tell him that liars can figure. 
My stock sinks lower. 

What he cannot understand is 
what he calls the witchhunt for 
Communists in the U.S.A. This 
nearly drives him round the bend. 
Why should they be pushed around? 
“In a free democracy a man is en- 
titled... blah, blah....” “Now in 
Russia . . . ditto, ditto... .’ 

We then get a vivid picture of 
the New Jerusalem flowing with 
milk and honey, where life glides by 
like a song and nobody cares a 
Dneiper Dam for the morrow. Dear 
old Uncle Joe smiles benignly as he 
watches the Secret Police playing 
Nuts in May with the citizens in the 
Nevski Prospect. Heigh-ho, on we 
go and who’s for the camp in Siberia? 
And as we say farewell to this Ely- 
sium of the east, the golden sun 
sinks slowly in the west and we can 
hear the gentle voices calling—Poor 
Old Joe. “There is no witch hunting 
of any kind in the Soviet Union,” 
says my friend. Everybody is of the 
same mind (or else)! You have only 
to look at the “free election” results 
where 99.9 percent vote for the 
government candidates. We have 
never yet discovered who are the 
decimal one percent of the opponents 
and what becomes of them. Maybe 
they are some of the gentle voices 
calling—from the salt mines. 

Well, as I tell him, and it makes 
him mad, if you consider that you 
are only Matter you cannot logically 
object if you are pushed around like 
Matter. If you hold that no man is 
worth as much as a power plant, or 
a Five Year Plan, why complain when 
people take you at your own valua- 
tion? My friend, who thinks he knows 
all the answers, once said that I am 
hidebound by dogma. It took all the 
wind out of his sails when I agreed 
with him. Of course I am and I 
want to be. What is dogma? It is 
simply an assertion of the truth. If 
I say that two and two are four, 
that is dogmatic and it brooks no 
contradiction. The Catholic Church 
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is the only body that dares to dog- 
matize without fear, for she is the 
only one that has the complete truth 
and the truth always prevails in the 
long run, no matter how long the 
run. 

He tells me that my obtuseness 
absolutely frustrates him, and in his 
opinion I am beyond redemption. I 
am reactionary, obscurantist, old- 
fashioned, bourgeios and just plain 
barmy. To make it worse I appar- 
ently revel in my lunacy. It really is 
enough to make a Communist eat 
his young. And what makes him 
breathe fire and ‘snort brimstone is 
that Catholics always consider them- 
selves so superior. It adds fuel to 
the flames when I tell him that we 
do not feel superior, it is simply the 
assurance from knowing. 

His tour de force is the Ideological 
Structure. I am so dense that I have 
never been able to work this out. 
Apparently, it takes all the individu- 
ality, personality and spirituality from 
human nature and maintains that the 
laws of nature were developed by 
matter before matter could think! I 
am afraid that I throw a monkey 
wrench into his works when I ask 
him, does he think with his brain, 
or is it his brain that thinks for him? 
While he is carefully sorting this out 
in conjunction with his Ideological 
Structure, I break in and tell him 
that there may be no thought with- 
out the use of the brain, but it is the 
mind using the brain which develops 
the thought and its application to 
events. Then I add that although 
the senses are material, they do not 
reveal natural laws. By this time he 
is mentally running around. in’ circles. 

But as Communists go, he is quite 
a decent Communist. He is very pa- 
tient with me, with the patience that 
one displays with a mental case, or 
a drunk. He is so deadly serious all 
the time that it is comical. For my 
sins, in the course of my work as a 
journalist, I have been sent on oc- 
casion to cover Communist meetings. 
Believe me, there is not an ounce 
of humor among them. They are so 
fiercely in earnest that they have no 
time to laugh. Their meetings re- 
semble nothing so much as a meeting 
of creditors of a million dollar bank- 
rupt, whose assets total ten dollars. 
The longhaired intellectuals among 
them have visages that would turn 
the milk sour and the women—well, 
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most of them look as though they 
have been drawn through a hedge 
backwards and if there is any truth 
in the saying that the female is more 
deadly than the male, then the man 
who first said it must have poked 
his head into a Communist meeting. 

The best anti-Communist propa- 
ganda would be to show a gathering 
of Communists debating the world’s 
ills, with all the hate and lack of 
pity so typical of the breed. Better 
still, perhaps, would be to issue the 
potential neophytes with a life of 
Karl Marx, with an appendix on 
Engels and full quotations from their 
letters and published articles. Let 
them see how these Communists love 
one another and the world in general. 

Laughter and a sense of humor is 
the surest method of defeating these 
would-be reformers who insist on 
their consciences being your guide. 
They have a vacuum where a philos- 
ophy should be. Do you remember 
how the Nazis refused to allow the 
showing of Charlie Chaplin’s film 
“The Dictator?” They knew that the 
ridicule and humor of the picture 
would be worth more to the Allies 
than ten armies in the field. A sense 
of humor can break down all the 
pomposity of the Dialectical Material- 
ists, for it is the thing they lack. With 
no laughter in the soul there can be 
no love. 

With regard to my old friend, he 
is already showing signs of wear and 
I can see a crack developing in his 
Ideological Structure. Directly he 
breaks out into a real hearty laugh 
it will be the prelude to the Structure 
crashing down about his ears. 





MAN WITH THE BIG SOMBRERO 
(From page 16) Margaret Regina 
Smith when Manuel met her, dark 
of hair and blue of eye. She was 
little, pretty and bubbling with laugh- 
ter for all that she couldn’t see the 
tall, dark-eyed young man who had 
started calling on her, bright serape 
across one shoulder and his guitar 
in hand. Proud of himself and _ his 
race, Manuel caused many a_ head 
to turn on the streets of Tucson with 
his colorful apparel, gay serape, san- 
dals, broadbrimmed straw sombrero 
and guitar. A tall man, he did not go 
unnoticed. 

Margaret had received an excell- 
ent education. A graduate of Hunter 
College, she had continued her music 
studies until arthritis forced her to 
leave New York and come west. She 
sang beautifully and played the pi- 
ano. She also taught, for awhile, at 
the Arizona School for the Deaf and 
Blind in Tucson. 

Manuel Valencia lived near Mar- 
garet and a mutual acquaintance 
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brought the two together. Manuel had 
a good voice and of course he could 
play that guitar he carried about. 
He and Margaret traded songs. They 


spent many a happy evening to- 
gether making music and _ listening 
to it. Nobody objected to the fact 


that this thoughtful part-Indian young 
man was spending so much of his 
time making life pleasanter for a 
pretty blind girl. Then the two fell 
in live and into trouble. 

Margaret’s people didn’t want her 
to marry someone not of Anglo-Am- 
erican descent! Manuel's family were 
just as opposed to Margaret. Besides 
she had the additional crippling lim- 
itations of blindness and arthritis! It 
was impossible! 

The families of the principals re- 
mained equally bitter after the mar- 
riage. Manuel and Margaret decided 
life would be happier for all con- 
cerned if they made a_ new start 
elsewhere, a complete break with 
the past. 

At the time of this dramatic sever- 
ance of old ties, they didn’t have 
any money. They couldn't afford to 
leave Tucson by bus or train. They 
had no car. All they had was Manuel's 
bicycle, which was not built for two. 

Manuel solved the problem by 
building a seat for his bride on the 
rear fender. After packing a few food 
supplies and water, the two started 
off on their new life. 

It was late summer; and in late 
summer temperatures in Arizona run 
to 110 and 115 in the shade. There 
isn't much shade on 
bicycle ride 
August. 

They tried to protect themselves 
from the intense rays of the sun by 
finding a scrawny mesquite tree or a 
palo verde. When there just wasn’t 
any shade they did without. Mar- 
garet’s fair skin grew blister red and 
Manuel’s native dark olive complexion 
grew shades deeper. Service station 
men along the road looked at the 
honeymooning couple with disbelief 
and great suspicion. Most of them 
weren't even polite when the couple 
stopped to replenish their water sup- 
ply and use the air hose on their 
tires. 

Never in history did honeymoon- 
ers turn up at the end of their jour- 
ney more bedraggled, sunbaked, 
dustier or happier. 

Back in Tucson, however, there 
were whispers. After all, Margaret 
was blind and arthritic. Suppose she 
should have a child? Think of the 
problems! What was to prevent this 
man who had married her from run- 
ning out on the difficulties which 
would face him? 

A wall of silence (Cont. on page 20) 
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MAN WITH THE BIG SOMBRERO 

(From page 19) behind the 
two, and it was rather frightening 
to Margaret’s sighted friends. 
went by and no word, then one 
Christmas, about ten years after Mar- 
garet and Manuel went honeymoon- 
ing on a bicycle built for one a card 
came from California. There was 
no personal message. It was signed 
“Margaret, Manuel and the children.” 

A quick letter to the address writ- 
ten on the envelope brought a long 
reply. The Valencia-Smith merger 
was permanent and it was happy. 
Margaret had not only managed to 
care for her first baby, a daughter, 
but had given birth to two other 
children, the second a daughter and 
the third a son. She cared for them 
with only the help Manuel could 
give when he was home from his 
work. 

No, three small children haven't 
been too great a problem for Mar- 
garet to handle. She even has time 
to make cookies for and read stories 
to them and thirty other children 
whom Manuel has placed under the 
protection of his love. Their small 
home is big enough for all who need 
its comfort and their hearts are bigger 
yet. 

Life was filled with unexpected 
drama for Margaret. When her first 
child was born Manuel took time off 
from his work. For the first week 
or so he cared for his lovely little 
daughter, with Margaret standing by 
listening carefully to his instructions. 
However. it was not until the day 
that Manuel left her alone for the 
first time that she actually took Mary 
Frances into her own arms to give 
her her morning bath. 

Removing the baby’s clothing, Mar- 
garet placed her on the bath towels 
and straightened her little arms and 
legs. Instantly the baby’s limbs curled 
back to their former position. Mar- 
garet tried the straightening process 
again, then again, but always with 
the same heart breaking result. Tears 
rolled down her cheeks as she fin- 
ished bathing her child and put her 
into her crib. The baby had inherited 
her arthritis in its most acute form. 
What was merely a swelling of wrists 
and ankles in Margaret’s case was 
actual deformity in the baby’s. Man- 
uel had said nothing about the mat- 
ter. He was hiding the pitiful truth 
from her! 

Days went by and Margaret wait- 
ed for her husband to mention the 
baby’s condition. He said not one 
word! He put on the happy-father- 
act with such skill and reality that— 
well sometimes she thought she was 
dreaming. Then she would check and 
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recheck. No, the baby was deformed. 
She had made no mistake. 

Unable to endure her anxiety any 
longer Margaret finally spoke to 
Manuel about the baby’s condition. 
He stared at her in speechless amaze- 
ment, then started laughing. 

Margaret wasn’t amused. It 
no laughing matter! 

“But all babies have their arms and 
legs like that!” he explained. “She's 
the healthiest, most beautiful, most 
perfect baby in the whole world!” 

It took a bit of arguing to con- 
vince Margaret, but once satisfied 
she started laughing too. Now it is 
her best joke on herself. 

Margaret and Manuel Valencia 
have taught a special blessing to their 
three children. When they bow their 
pretty heads over their plates they 
say: “Oh Lord, please do not let 
any little children want for bread 
today. Thank God for my food!” 
When they leave the table they thank 
God once more and excuse them- 
selves. 

Already the Valencia children are 
thinking of others after the example 
of their parents, Margaret and Man- 
uel, who, with the little they have, 
are serving their fellow beings “be- 
yond the call of duty.” 
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WILDCAT 13 

(From page 13) days, Mac. She’s 
acting funny. People say she’s going 
dry. The businessmen aren’t so anx- 
ious about Johnny’s business these 
days.” 

Thirteen going dry! It was hard to 
believe. He remembered the first 
drill stem test they'd made in the 
Viking—a thousand feet of clean oil 
in two hours. Nobody had ever seen 
the like of it before. Johnny had been 
unable to speak for minutes. Then 
suddenly he screamed. “Mac! We've 
hit it—we’ve hit hell’s own fuel re- 
serves!” Now... drying! 

He said harshly, to the Jew: “Well, 
he had his chance. With a wildcat 
like that to begin with, he should be 
sitting pretty now. Or did he blow it 
away on every dame that came 
along?” 

Abraham spread his hands. “I don’t 
blame Johnny. He tried hard. But 
you don’t get leases here for nothing. 
You get what the big guys leave. 
After you fellows split up, Johnny’s 
luck wasn’t so good any more. Maybe 
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you needed each other, Mac. Some 
guys are like that.” 

“What do you mean—his luck wasn’t 
so good?” 

“He just couldn't hit the sites. Most 
of his wells turned out to be dusters. 
People get panicky. They’re unload- 
ing Wildcat stock for what it'll bring 
now.” 

Mac nodded. Dusters—dry holes— 
they kill the little guys all right. And 
it was hard to get proven leases, when 
the big outfits were paying up to a 
million dollars for good parcels. The 
site for old 13 had just been a fluke 
—or their luck. The electro-logs 
weren't good, and, at that time, it 
was too far off the edge of the main 
Leduc field. But Mac had felt lucky 
... though, in his heart, he figured 
he’d make himself feel that way. He 
wanted to take one big gamble, so 
he and Johnny could have the things 
they'd dreamed about, working other 
men’s rigs from the frozen muskeg of 
the country to the southern flatlands. 
That had been enough for Johnny. 

The geologists told them later why 
they hit it. The oil had been trapped 
in some gigantic underground cavern 
—an off-shoot of the fabulous Red- 
water field they brought in later. But 
to them it was a miracle. 

Mac Dutton shook his head. There 
was only one more question he had to 
ask, 

“Johnny married?” 

“Not that I've heard of,” the little 
Jew said. 

The next afternoon he went out to 
see the fields. The stink of burning 
crude was stronger than in the town 
—little outfits were still trying on the 
land the big fellows passed up. It 
made Mac think of himself and 
Johnny, trying their luck in the long 
ago. It was like old days almost, see- 
ing the tangles of pipe and water lines 
again, the slush pits, the drill steam. 
He looked toward the southeast, 
toward old 13; but he didn’t head 
that way. He'd lost the right to walk 
on Johnny’s land, even, and he had 
too much pride to stroll over there 
and pretend he'd forgotten the past. 
Not for 20 wells would he let that 
Irishman think he might be bootlick- 
ing a bit. 

He stood there, the wind watering 
his eyes, watching the yellow-colored 
diesels crawling around. The metallic 
tonk of pipe wrenches made an old 
song inside him. He stood so long, 
some drillers began to look at him 
curiously. Finally, one of them pushed 
his black helmet back on his head 
and came down toward him. 

“I seen you somewhere before—” 
“Not me,” Mac mumbled, and 
started to shuffle off. 

“I remember—(Cont. on page 22) 
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ROSARY FOR THE DEAD... How 
does one say the rosary for the dead? 


We had this question before and 
couldn’t answer it. Since that time, 
though, we found a clipping on it. 
Here’s the answer: 

In reciting the rosary for the dead 
one may add after each decade, in- 
stead of Glory be to the Father, the 
invocation “Eternal rest grand unto 
them, O Lord, and let perpetual 
light shine upon them. May they 
rest in peace.” 

At the conclusion of the rosary may 
be added the prayer: 

O God, the Creator and Redeemer 

of all the faithful, grant to the 

souls of thy servants, the remis- 
sion of all their sins, that by pious 
prayers they may obtain that par- 
don which they always desired. 


Who livest and reignest, world 
without end. Amen. 
Eternal rest grant unto them, O 


Lord, and let perpetual light shine 
upon them. May they rest in peace. 
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HEAVEN AND PURGATORY... 
Will you kindly answer some ques- 
tions for me? I have heard so many 
different answers that I am confused. 
1. Do the dead know who prays 
for them and just when they are 
being prayed for? 

2. If the dead are sometimes interest- 
ed in the living what are they doing 
other times? 

3. Can the dead help the living in 
sickness or other ways? 

4. Do they know just what the living 
are doing at different times? 

5. Where are the dead? 

6. Are we judged as soon as we die 
or on judgment day when it is sup- 
posed to be the end of the world? 
7. Will the dead recognize their 
friends and relatives when they die? 
8. Will we be able to find each 
other soon after death? 


The dead are divided 
groups: those in heaven, 
purgatory and those in hell. You are 
interested only in the dead who are 
either in heaven or in purgatory. 

Now as far as the souls in heaven 
are concerned, they need no prayers. 
They are interested in the living. 
They can help the living in sickness 
or in other difficulties. They do know 
what the living are doing at dif- 
ferent times. The souls in heaven 
recognize their relatives and friends. 
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It is one of the joys of heaven that 
we rejoin and know and love our 
friends and relatives who have passed 
on before us. 

As far as souls in purgatory are 
concerned, they know either explic- 
itly or implicitly when they are being 
prayed for and who is praying for 
them. The souls in purgatory do assist 
us by their prayers. 

There are two judgments. The par- 
ticular judgment immediately after 
death, and the general judgment at 
the end of the world. The person’s 
state is determined in the particular 
judgment when he alone is judged 
privately. He is sent either to heaven, 
or to purgatory, or to hell, in ac- 
cordance with the way that he has 
lived. At the end of the world all of 
the souls will be assembled for a 
public general judgment. 
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BANNS... What are the 
Marriage? 


Banns of 


The Church orders the pastor to 
announce publicly the names of peo- 
ple who are about to contract mar- 
riage. The publishing of the banns 
is usually done in church at the 
parochial Mass on three consecutive 
Sundays or holydays of obligation. 
Normally three days should inter- 
vene after the last publishing of the 
banns. If the parties are of different 
parishes, the banns are announced 
in both places. Persons who know of 
reasons why the marriage should not 
take place are obliged to make known 
these reasons to the pastor before 
the date set for the wedding. 

In this country, in mixed marriages 
the banns are not announced. 
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TAXES... Why doesn’t the Catholic 

Church pay taxes on its properties, 

churches, schools, convents included? 
Tax laws vary from place to place. 

In some cases Church property is 
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entirely free from taxes. In other 
places certain properties or parts of 
the properties of the Church are 
taxed. In every case, though, where 
the Church is exempt from paying 
taxes the reason is that the Church is 
a non-profit organization engaged in 
charitable, humanitarian work which 
otherwise would have to be done 
by the State. For instance, it has 
been estimated that the Catholic edu- 
cational system saves the 48 states 
some $750 million a year in their 
educational budgets. In addition there 
are 902 Catholic hospitals with beds 
for 134,000 patients. 
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BIBLE ...Why do Catholic Bibles 
contain certain books not found in 
the King James version? 


In 1546 the Council of Trent de- 
clared that all the books of the Old 
and New Testament contained in the 
Catholic Bible are inspired and ca- 
nonical. This list of books of the 
Catholic Bible is the same as the 
list of sacred books promulgated by 
Councils of Florence (1441), Car- 
thage (397), Hippo (393), Laodi- 
cia (363) and by Pope Innocent 
(401), Hormisdas (514). 

As you can see, the list of books 
in the Catholic Bible was defined long 
before the Reformers came on the 
scene. 

You can also see that the books 
of the Bible accepted by the Re- 
formers rest upon the same authority 
as the books they consider apocry- 
phal—the divine infallible witness of 
the Church. Therefore, if they re- 
ject some of the books, they must 
reject them all. If they accept some 
of the books, they must accept them 
all. 
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CARDINALS...Who directs the 
Church during the time between the 
death of one Pope and the election 
of another? 


The College of Cardinals, under 
the leadership of the Cardinal Cham- 
berlain. The Cardinals have the duty 
of calling the conclave for an elec- 
tion. They also carry on the adminis- 
tration of the Holy See until the new 
Pope is elected. The College of 
Cardinals, of course, does not have 
papal jurisdiction nor can it perform 
specifically papal acts. 
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Have Your Friends and Neighbors 


Visit Beautiful GRAYMOOR 


1955 PILGRIMAGE SEASON 
Sundays from June 5 through October 30 


DIALOGUE MASSES 11, 12, 12:45 
CONFESSIONS 10 A.M. TO 5 P.M. 
Novena to St. Anthony, Sermon, Benediction - 3 p.m. 
Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament after 12:45 Mass till 6 p.m. 


GRAYMOOR is 5 miles north of Peekskill, N. Y. on Route 9, across Bear Moun- 
tain Bridge from West Point. Cafeteria open Sundays. Parking area on grounds 





Mass every weekday at 11 a.m. 
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For those who prefer to go by Motor Coach buses leave 


Consolidated Bus Terminal 41st St. & 7th Ave., NYC. - 9 a.m. 
Telephone: Wisconsin 7-5550 - In New Jersey call MArket 2-7000 
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Graymoor Visitors’ Directory 


Read it and you'll have more than a bookful of fond 
memories after spending a Sunday or weekday at 
beautiful Graymoor. You will enjoy a day of peaceful 
relaxation in these days of alarm. You'll renew your 
spiritual strength in Graymoor’s prayerful atmosphere 


Write for your free 32-page brochure 
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Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 
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WILDCAT 13 

(From page 20) you're Lucky Mac 
Dutton! I was down in Cayuma, when 
you put out that big fire. Remember?” 

“That’s quite a while back,” Mac 
said. It was his first year without 
Johnny, when his feet had still been 
quick and his heart strong enough to 
take the heat. 

The driller knew Johnny, too, 
slightly. He rubbed his bare, wind- 
burned chest and laughed. 

“That guy's got troubles—faulty 
equipment, and what a crew! They're 
trying to shut 13 off, to find out 
what’s down there—see if they can’t 
even the flow or something. All they're 
gonna get is trouble.” 

He heard the same talk all after- 
noon. He got a ride back to’ town 
with a truckload of young fellows; 
and because he had to eat some- 
where, he went to the corner cafe. 
He told himself it was a place to eat, 
and knew he was a liar. He figured 
Johnny would still be eating at the 
two-bit joint that gave them credit 
in their hellcatting yesteryear; and he 
was right. 

Johnny pushed open the door and 
stood there absently a minute, as if 
still looking for someone somewhere 
along the counter or down the 
smoky, dingy booths. That had been 
Johnny—his eye peeled for an old 
friend or a new face. Only now he 
wasn't really seeing anything or any- 
body; back in the last booth, where 
the light was dim, Mac Dutton could 
tell. Johnny was seeing old 13 as he 
had left her, as he would work on 
her tomorrow. He still wore his hel- 
met tilted back on his head, like it 
was a medal of honor or something. 

He went over and straddled a stool 
at the counter. The Chinese proprietor 
came up and handed him a cigarette. 

“How your well, Johnny F’ynn?” 

“Just like a woman, Bing!” Same 
mocking voice that covered up a lot 
of deep emotions. “She doesn’t know 
her own mind; she gives one minute, 
then she holds back. Make it the 
usual and quick, Bing—that crew of 
mine’s nervous as a bunch of kids.” 

Mac sunk his fork in the apple pie, 
not hungry any longer, knowing again 
he'd been a fool to come. Suppose 
he went over there now, slapped 
Johnny on the back... what could he 
say? You can’t wash away five years 
like that. They’d been too close. Then, 
when they should have been togeth- 
Cr... 
Doggone! he thought. We could 
take the hard times together, but we 
couldn't take the good! Wealth, 
money—did it always have to be that 
when you became materialists you 
lost the other things—the rich things 


that no amount of money could ever 
buy? Maybe— 

The rumble came suddenly, like 
brief thunder in the west. Even as 
heads lifted, the outside street lit 
up, as if an artificial daylight had 
hit the town. There was another roar, 
like a storm-wind rising. The weird 
daylight dimmed and came brighter. 

Mac Dutton’s ears were ringing. He 
got to his feet, and the old intuition 
that had made him a legend was 
working inside him. There was a fire 
in the field. And he knew whose it 
was. 

Old 13. Tired of being weak and 
sick. The’ fever in her had burst, and 
she'd go as she came, in a burst of 
spectacular glory. 

He was out on the main street 
with the rest of them, keeping back 
on the edge of the crowd, when one 
of Johnny’s men got into town. His 
face was black; and he was _ half- 
hysterical. 

“She’s gone up and cratered!” 

“Anyone hurt?” Johnny was excited, 
the way all Irishmen are when 
there’s trouble, but he had a heart 
for his men. 

Mac didn’t hear the rest. He was 
thinking of the fire. Cratered! Maybe 
it had been that uncanny hunch that 
had brought him back. In far-off 
places, he’d itched for a breath of 
the old days again, for one more fire 
to kill. But it had been more a yearn- 
ing inside him than a wish. He knew 
why they never sent for him any more. 
Too old—even for an ordinary fire. 
For a well that’s cratered, you need 
everything—and then some. 

When a well just catches fire, they 
have a capper—a'‘weighty steel block 
with remote-control choke valves, to 
lower over the casing head and ex- 
tinguish the flames. When the fire 
craters, though, it can spread to 40 
feet, and nothing but nitroglycerine 
can tame it. 

Well, there’d be plenty of ‘first- 
class fire-killers in Alberta, Mac 
thought. Why should he get worked 
up about something that was none 
of his business? His heart was beat- 
ing against his ribs. His breathing was 
short. He moved along to the edge 
of the crowd, trying to get closer to 
Johnny. The Irishman’s face was gro- 
tesque in the Jight. He was waving 
his arms and gesturing to his foreman. 

Mac thought he hadn't been seen 
and then he knew he was wrong. 
Without looking at him, Flynn sud- 
denly spread his arms and pushed 
through the knots of people, till he 
was in front of Mac. He put his hands 
on his hips and his eyes narrowed. 

“They told me you were in town.” 
He was smiling a (Cont. on page 24) 





At St.Anthonv’s Feet 


ANTHONY AND ART. The greatness of 
the Saint of Padua is shown by the 
magnificent works of art that he in- 
spired. Frescoes and canvasses and 
pieces of sculpture—they testify to the 
enduring greatness of the man. From 
Giotto in the fourteenth century to 
Murillo in the seventeenth Anthony 
was a. favorite subject upon whom 
they concentrated their talents and 
their brushes. Even today Anthony is 
a source of inspiration to many artists. 


“ANTHONY—THE DISCIPLE OF THE MAN 
who chose to adopt for himself and 
his followers the name by which 
commoners in his day were known: 
Minores—passed the greater part of 
his life as a friar among simple, un- 
lettered folk, and precisely amongst 
such people has his fame been all- 
enduring. The earliest painters have 
depicted him book in hand, thus 
showing that it was as a man of learn- 
ing that he impressed them most; and 
yet Anthony is the only scholar-Saint 
who has ever achieved real popular- 
ity amongst the uneducated masses 
who have hardly even heard of St. 
Bonaventure and St. Thomas Aquinas. 
They have forgotten his theological 
learning; their natural instincts would 
indeed tend to make them view a 
man of books with a shade of sus- 
picion not unmingled with pity. What 
they have remembered is the thir- 
teenth-century orator who preached 
with ‘such fire and conviction to the 
multitudes gathered in the open 
squares of the City States, the man 
who fearlessly denounced the vices 
of those in high places and yet re- 
vealed that he possessed a_ heart 
brimming over with pity for all the 
sorrows that afflict mankind.” (Nello 
Vian) 


FATHER PAUL WRITES ON ST. ANTHONY. 
“Seven hundred years have passed 
away since St. Anthony, the greatest 
of the sons of St. Francis, passed from 
his beloved city of adoption, Padua, 
to the high courts of heaven but the 
lapse of time does not lessen his pop- 
ularity among the people of God on 
earth. On the contrary, the increased 
passing of the centuries seems only 
to add to the fame of the Wonder- 
Worker of Padua and the confidence 
of the masses in his intercessory pow- 
er. 

“If some great periodical would 
institute a straw ballot asking the 
Catholic faithful of the whole world 
to write down the name of their 





favorite saint and to mail it to a com- 
mittee of seven Cardinals appointed 
by the Holy Father with headquart- 
ers at the Vatican, we are confident 
that every other saint in the calendar, 


save Our Lady and possibly St. 
Joseph, would be outdistanced by 
the Wonder-Worker of Padua.” 


“A MEDIUM OR MIDDLE is that which 
joins extremes .. .” writes St. Anthony, 
so that Christ is the mediator, be- 
tween God and man, uniting sinful 
man and the all-holy God. “If two 
enemies have drawn swords to fight 
and someone wishes to place himself 
between them ...he must have a re- 
lationship with both. Thus Christ was 
both God and man and was able to 
stop the sword of the Father's punish- 
ment and the sword of our sin by 
stepping in the middle.” 

Elsewhere Anthony says that Christ 
on the Cross was in the center, be- 
tween the two thieves; He was be- 
tween heaven and earth, mediating 
for us, raising us up to heaven, bring- 
ing graces down to earth. Love of 
Christ must live in the heart and in 
the memory, says St. Anthony, so that 
His Incarnation and Passion will be 
real for us and have an impact upon 
every aspect of our life. 


Pore sixtus Iv, a Franciscan Con- 
ventual, wrote an Apostolic Letter on 
St. Anthony, March 12, 1472, praising 
the Franciscan saint in this way: 
“Like an orb rising from the deep, 
the blessed Anthony of Padua shone 
like a brilliant constellation, enlight- 
ening, enhancing, and establishing the 
orthodoxy of our faith and the Cath- 
olic Church with the distinction of the 
most ample merit and virtue, with 
deep insight and learning in things 
divine, and with his very fervid 
preaching.” 
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(From page 23) little, but it was a 
sardonic smile—the kind he used to 
wear in their hellcatting days, when 
itching for trouble. “Well, 
Dutton, you always had a nose for 
fires. 

“I'm retired,” Mac said. 

“Nobody asked you!” Flynn's voice 
rose belligerently. Then he laughed 
a little. “For a change,” he said, “why 
don't you come over and watch one 
put out?” 

Trucks groaning into gear, 
leaving for the field. Mac shrugged. 
“The big companies are pretty good 
—the days of fire-killers like me are 
pretty well over. Guess I will.” 

Johnny strode off, then turned and 
grinned at him. Mockingly again. 

“If your brain was half as nimble 
as your feet, you'd realize no big 
company is gonna put this bonfire 
out. In this game, you either get 
big yourself—or you die, a little each 
day, till one day it comes like this. 
Then, Dutton, you're back where you 
started. The big fellows have nothing 
against us—they encourage us. We 
work fields they don’t want to risk 
their capital in; and if it’s on a farm- 
out basis, what have they to lose? 
If we hit dusters, their money’s okay. 
If we hit oil, they get a percentage. 
But they have nothing for us, either. 
Oil’s a game, Dutton. If we hit troub- 
le, they'll 


make us an 


he was 


were 


protect themselves and 
offer for what’s left. 
They've wanted my holdings for a 
long time.” He strode off, ducked 
into the jeep that was waiting for him. 

It left Mac standing there. If he 
got the drift of what Johnny said, 
the crazy Irishman was going to try 
putting out the fire himself. And he’d 
never do it. They'd been a team, 
cause Johnny was quick-brained 
Mac was nimble-footed. Johnny 
the lease and the capital and the 
credit, but Mac had been the one 
to get things done. And maybe he 
was feeling his age, but compared to 
that clumsy foot, he was an athlete. 
Johnny would be too slow getting 
within range. The nitro would 
plode in his hands— 

Mac ran for a truck. The driver 
slammed on the brakes and stuck his 
head out of the window to 
Then he grinned. 

“Come on, Dutton!” he yelled. “Boy, 
to see you put out one like the one 
you put out in Cayuma....” 

It was the guy he'd talked to on 
the derricks that afternoon. 

The stubble field from the road 
to the flaming sky was dotted with 
people. Cars had already driven out 
from Edmonton. People lifted their 
faces grotesquely and tried to yell 
over the sullen rumble from the pit 


be- 


and 


got 


CxX- 


curse. 
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of the earth. Closer to the well, the 
oil-crew had set up a shield of sheet- 
metal, and Johnny was already ducked 
down among them, pulling on asbestos 
pants. 

Mac’s driver opened his mouth in 
astonishment. 

“He’s going to do it?” He had to 
yell. 

“Looks like it,” Mac said. 

“Holy old peabody! What for? The 


damn’ well isn’t even paying these 
days!” 

Maybe not, Mac thought. But 
sometimes you gotta hang on you 


gotta have faith left in something. 


Because once, you put blood and 
sweat and prayers into it, wanting 
to make a dream come true. No 


matter what's happened since, that 
part doesn’t change. 

He slammed the cab door 
loped towards the huddle of men 
behind the shield. The heat was like 
a furnace blast. The billowing flames 
seemed to cover half the world. One 
minute they were red and yellow; 
then the whole thing was an atomic 
mushroom of dirty black that ignited 
and exploded far out in the sky. Now 
the stubble field was trembling, as 
if an underground dynamo quivered 
under his feet. 

The parboiling heat made him race 
the last few yards to the shield. 
Someone was trying to buckle asbes 
tos overboots on Johnny. 

“Get out of them!” Mac gasped. 
“Let who knows how.” 

Johnny propped his elbows back on 


and 


someone in 


the ground and glared up at him 
“I told you to watch this one, 
Dutton—” 
“You quit giving me orders a long 
time ago,” Mac said. 


Johnny rose, ready to slug, and fell 
headfirst, because of the asbestos 
pants. When two of the men elbowed 
him up, his face looked bewildered 
—and a bit older, too, Mac saw. There 
was an iron-grey sheen to the once- 
black hair. 

“Why'd you come back, anyway?” 
He had to yell. And even then, Mac 
could scarcely hear him, “Out of five 
years, how'd you happen to pick this 
time?” 

Mac Dutton shrugged. “How'd I 
happen to pick this site to drill?” He 
stuck his lips close to Johnny’s ear. 
“Let me do it,” he said. 

Johnny’s eyes 
well, not yours—” 


glared. “It's my 
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It was still there, that antagonism. 
Maybe it would always be there. Or 
maybe—maybe a well-fire could burn 
it out. 

“I'm not doing it for you,” Mac 
yelled. “I eat from this work, 
Pay me five thousand if I put it out 

“Look, lunkhead! If I had five 
thousand, would I be doing this?” 

But he quit arguing. Mac got into 
the asbestos clothes, his body not as 
strange as he'd thought. They put on 
the coat and gloves; and the big 
hood with the peep-glass. Someone 
handed him the cylinder of nitro, the 
stuff that explodes at 360 degrees. 

He started towards the edge of the 
field, and a hand pulled him back. 
Johnny. It reminded Mac of the day 
they plunked their last buck on that 
lease, and outside on the street John 
ny asked him if he still felt lucky. 

“Wait a minute!” was all Johnny 
yelled now. “They've brought up fire 
trucks.” 

Streams of water played against 
him as he went forward. He stumbled 
under the force of it and fell; and on 
the ground his body vibrated from 
the roar of the flaming pit. 

It was time lost, when 
suddenly He got up now 
and sprinted—he didn’t dare be too 
slow. Steam clouded his peep-glass. 
Fire, like prehistoric serpents’ tongues, 
billowed him, broke, closed 
in behind him. Inside the asbestos, he 
sweated; but the fire was beautiful 
—like curtains swaying on a stage, he 
thought, reflecting soft colored lights. 

He knew he was lost to the crowd 
behind him, for the force of the water 
was gone. There was no time left to 
look or think. The thing now was to 
find the pit’s center through a rift in 
the billowing clouds. 

Like lava spewing from the bowels 
of the earth, the well belched again. 
He saw the center above the ring of 
greasy, half-smothered flames; lost it 
as the air and sky ignited again. 

He couldn’t wait any longer. 

He the can, threw it. 
Turned and ran. 

He tripped and fell, leaped from 
his hands to hurry his rise. Instinct 


see? 


time was 


precious. 


toward 


poised 


told him not to wait any longer. He 
threw himself on 
tight the 
earth. And suddenly the world rocked 
and lifted him like a feather... . 


his face again, 


against thermos-heated 


Johnny Flynn sat on the edge of 
the hospital bed and grinned at him. 

“I told them you'd live,” he said. 
“They'll probably send someone down 
to shoot you, to get you there in time 
for General Judgement.” 

Mac felt gin- (Cont. on page 26) 
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MENU — Politics . . . 
Outdoors... 

Purely Personal... 

Bits Out of Life 


A BREATH OF POLITICS—The latest ar- 
rival back home of brain-washed citi- 
zens from China, the change in the 
premiership of Russia, and the British 
“public opinion” poll that favors rec- 
ognition or Red China and _ business 
as usual, are typical straws in the 
international political wind. “Political 
analysts” have read many meanings 
in them—including the fact that all is 
not well in Russia—but basically noth- 
ing is changed. Communism remains 
the unalterable dynasty of atheistic 
dictatorship. It has, and will have, 
one objective: world control. The sac- 
rifice of either its own, or our, people 
means nothing, if the end is accom- 
plished. Co-existence, to the Com- 
munist mind, means doing what it 
can by lies and stealth, by threat and 
cajolery, until it is possible and seem- 
ingly practical to deal the shattering 
military coup for victory. The one 
conclusion to be drawn from any 
“incident” that may arise is that the 
stronger we make ourselves—morally 
and physically—the surer our chances 
for survival—and peace. And if any- 
thing need be added it is that empha- 
sis must be on the spiritual defences, 
not on the materialistic. Error will 
destroy itself, given time—but justice, 
charity and truth are far better weap- 
ons for doing the job. 


FIGHTING FATHER—It is significant that 
the soul of man responds to virtue 
even in fishes! Which brings us to the 
smallmouth black bass (micrapterus 
dolomieu, as the scientists call him) 
one of the finest of fighting fishes 
and a rarity among his kind in that 
the male is the guardian of the nest! 

These bass spawn well into July 
and sometimes even later. The male 
selects a shallow water site, prefer- 


ably with a gravel bottom and usually 
in the shadow of an old log or deep 
ledge. He clears away the “nesting 
site” with his tail, usually an area two 
to three feet across, When the water 
temperature is right, the female lays 
her five to ten thousand eggs, loses 
interest, and swims away. The male 
bass takes up guardianship of the 
precious eggs, “fanning” the nest area 
with his fins to keep the water fresh, 
and challenging all predators that ap- 
proach. So loyal is he that he will not 
flee even from unscrupulous poachers 
—and such men do take a heavy toll 
of the game little smallmouth. 

Not until the fingerlings disperse of 
their own accord does the father bass 
relax vigil and go on his way. Thus, 
conservation bedies urge such bass 
fishermen to play their catch gently. 
If you see a swarm of young fry 
around the fish as you bring him in, 
gently grasp your bass behind the 
gills, take the hook out and let him 
go. 


LAMPS FOR BEAVERS—To keep beavers 
from flooding the railway tracks near 
Geraldton, Ontario, the Canadian Na- 
tional Railway had a beaver dam de- 
stroyed and lighted kerosene lanterns 
hung on trees to frighten the occu- 
pants from returning. The very first 
night, however, back came the paddle- 
tails, removed the lamps and used 
them, still lighted, to plug big holes 
in their new dam! 


PURELY PERSONAL—My generation is 
becoming more and more conscious 
of the fact that, unless the trend 
changes, our children may be among 
the “juvenile delinquents” of tomor- 
row. This worry accounts, in large 
part, for the increasing press and 
police reports on the causes of juve- 
nile delinquency. Probably you have 
read as many as I have. Probably 
you have read as many hair-raising 
stories of what constitutes initiation 


into the “Yellow Scarf” gangs (for 
girls), the various Zoot-Suit gangs 


(for boys) and the “Duke and Duch- 
ess” gangs (for both). If you haven't, 
suffice it to say that the initiation 
seems to be basically the same: orgies 
of sex, plus daring thefts, shoplifting 
and sometimes even daylight robbery 
particularly of small stores). 

The “why” of all this is very inter- 
esting. The war, the peace, a chang- 
ing world, idleness and broken homes 
have been given as the major factors 
in youth’s rebellion. Of late, I have 
been wondering if an even deeper, 
and basic, underlying cause is not to 
be found. These youths are, by their 
actions, setting out to create a small 
world of their own—their own society, 
if you like—and couldn’t care less that 
adults are “paying the shot.” 

On the other hand, I have never 
seen finer characters than I have 
seen in many of today’s youth. I 
know of boys really doing a man’s 
job in helping their widowed mothers. 
I see girls every day—15 to 18 years 
old—whose actions and faces belong 
to young saints. How do you reconcile 
one against the other? 

Perhaps, we—not in all cases, natu- 
rally, but to a shocking extent—have 
driven our rebel youths to where they 
are today. Perhaps we have made 
them feel unwanted. This generation 
has been raised by babysitters, has 
been taught all the facts of life long 
before it had any of the maturity or 
experience of adulthood, given license 
long before it understood the defini- 
tion of the word freedom—and why? 
Basically because we wanted to turn 
children into adults—and get them 
off our hands...so we could hold 
down jobs, never miss a night out, 
have a flawless house, etc. etc. 

Trying to visualize it through a 
child’s eyes, I would see myself ac- 
tually unwanted in this adult world, 
I hear my mother complaining be- 
cause she never gets a break with me 
around. I hear my father begrudging 
the cost of clothes and shoes. I am 
in the way of Mother's canasta-party 
friends, and even Dad can't be both- 
ered dragging me along on a fishing 
trip. On top of all else, I hear people 
advocating birth control to keep the 
likes of me from being born.... 

Well? Is it silly or not? Good par- 
ents cannot be held responsible if 
their children go wrong—even chil- 
dren have free (Cont. on page 26) 
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MOSTLY FOR MEN 

(From page 25) wills and a responsi- 
bility for their actions. But on the 
whole, the good children come of 
families where every member loved 
the other and was considerate of 
them. Then, when these youngsters 
went into the bigger family that is 
society, they tried to act accordingly. 


WONDER HOW IT ENDED?—The follow- 
ing story is supposed to be true. An 
Irishman, barely landed in New York, 
got a job as a court-crier. As it hap- 
pened, one of the accused to be tried 
that first day was a Chinese named 
Ah Song. As the judge seated him- 
self, he nodded to the new crier. 
“Call for Ah Song now,” he said. The 
Irishman hesitated, then stepped for- 
ward and said: “Would anyone in 
the audience be willing to favor His 
Honor with a song?” 


TRIBUTE TO Wives—In marriage, as in 
life itself, there is always a tug-of-war 
between the lowly and the sublime. 
Men, many times perhaps, have 
blamed wives for their failure; and 
if they were successful, they have 
kept the glory for themselves. But 
other men—and more of them, I'll 
bet—have credited everything worth- 
while in their lives to women: their 
mothers, sisters and, most often, their 
wives. 

Henry Ford was one of these. Once 
at a banquet, after he had become a 
multi-millionaire, he was asked what 
was the greatest day of his life. For 
a man like Ford, there might have 
been many honest answers, but his 
was simple and enthusiastic. “The day 
I got married,” he replied. 

Another outstanding example of 
such appreciation was tendered by 
a penniless blacksmith, Englishman 
Thomas Davenport. At least he was 
penniless while he was experiment- 
ing with what was to become the 
world’s first practical electrical motor. 
He was having troubles with his con- 
traption and realized, finally, that 
what he needed was a better_insula- 
tion. But what could he get? And 
how could he afford it? 

Finally he thought of something 
that would do-—silk. And the only 
place he could procure silk was from 
his wife. And so he asked her for 
her wedding gown. 

Mrs. Davenport had stored it away 
in lavender and tissue, and she wept 
when she gave it to her husband. 
Davenport tore it into strips—and his 
electrical motor worked. All of his 
life, Davenport remembered the sac- 
rifice his wife had made’ that day: 
and the more success came his way, 
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the more he felt it was because noth- 
ing he could ever give her would 
truly compensate for the love she had 
given him. 


BOTH WERE MISTAKEN—The famous 
Broadway producer, George M. Co- 
han, was Irish through and through. 
He possessed the typical Irish hatred 
of intolerance and often used his 
clever wit to singe the bigots. On one 
occasion, he wired for reservations at 
a Miami Beach hotel. The manage- 
ment, assurning the name was Jewish, 
wired back that they accepted res- 


ervations for “an exclusive and _ re- 
stricted clientele only.” Somebody 
pointed out their error, and they 


hastily tried to remedy it. Cohan’s 
telegram, however, was already on its 
way. His read: “Both of us have been 
mistaken. You thought I was Jewish 
and I thought you were gentlemen.” Tf 
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(From page 24) gerly around his 
body. He touched his head. He felt 
okay—just awful pooped, as if he'd 
never have energy to walk across a 
room again. 

“Did she go out?” he asked. 

“Blacker than a coal-pit,” Johnny 
said, cocking an eye. “Didn't you fig- 
ure you could toss those little cock- 
tails any more?” 

Mac couldn’t be sure whether he 
was baiting him or not. Johnny fished 
inside his coat pocket, threw a paper 
down on the bedside. 

“That's a will,” Johnny said, a little 
belligerent now. “Read it right, just 
so you don't think I’m getting senti- 
mental in my old age. I had it drawn 
up about a month after you got sore 
and walked out on me.” 

“I got sore?” Mac Dutton said. “I 
walked out on you?” 

“Have it your own way,” Johnny 
said. He got up and walked to the 
window. He lit a cigarette and put 
one foot on the sill and stared at the 
street. 

Mac looked at the will. It was 
written in Johnny’s rugged script, wit- 
nessed by Abraham Waetz and some 
other name Mac couldn’t make out, 
and pressed by a Notary’s seal. It 
said: : 

“Being af sound mind and sane _ 
judgement, I, John Flynn, oil opera- 
tor, Leduc, Alberta, do hereby make 
my last will and testament, bequeath- 
ing to Mac Dutton, my former part- 
ner, present whereabouts unknown, 
all my belongings, whatever I may 
possess when I die. And I hereby 


‘wish to state that if I have any rela- 


tives who’show up wanting anything, 
they are not to (Cont. on page 30) 
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by LYNN ALEXANDER 


2088 So. Winona Court, Denver, Colo. 


THE MAIL HAS STACKED WAY OVER MY 
head, teens, and our poor postman 
walks like a weeping willow these 
days. So, let’s plough into the Mail- 
box. 


Dear Mrs. Alexander, 

I enjoy your Teen Topics in THe 
Catuotrc Lamp. But I thought you 
would like my suggestion. I am the pro- 
gram chairman in Norton C.Y.S. and I 
have been hunting for programs of all 
kinds. I thought it would be nice if 
Tue Catuotic Lamp could have a 
C.Y.S. page. I am sure you would get 
lots of help and ideas about it. It would 
make C.Y.S. a lot more interesting. 

I would like very much to have your 
ideas for C.Y.S. Thank you. 

Your very truly, 
Miss Patricia Brault 
R.R. 3, Norton, Kansas 


Wish we could include a C.Y.S. 
page, teens! It would be lots of fun! 
But right now, I’m afraid, THe Lamp’s 
contents are bulging. However, if you 
are interested in the C.Y.S. program, 
why not drop Pat a line? Maybe Pat 
could start a C.Y.S. inter-change of 
ideas! 


Dear Father, (Father passed this one 
along to me) 

This is taken from Our Sunday 
Visitor. “I am a shut-in and because I 
must stay indoors, I like to help the 
Missions, orphans, and the poor. I have 
very little income and mostly depend on 
others to help me get the materials I 
need. Those who wish to help in this 
worthy cause could send me old prayer 
books, religious articles, old Christmas 
cards, dolls that need repairing, old 
clothes, cloth that could be made into 
clothing, children’s medals, hooks and 
eyes, anything that could be used for 
the Missions or the poor. Please pray for 


























me. MISS NANCY WILLIAMS, R. #1, 
Box 86-A, Selah, Washington.” 

Mr. Harold Cody 

67 Harvey Road, St. John’s, 

Newfoundland, Canada 


Miss Nancy Williams must be a 
warm-hearted, wonderful person, teens. 
Can you help her out by sending 
along anything that she could use? 


To “Confused”. .. 1 forwarded your 
letter to the Question Box in order 
that you might receive a quicker an- 
swer. I think the Father who handles 
the Question Box can give you a bet- 
ter qualified answer than I can! 


We received a carload of mail about 
SIXTEEN’s problem in the March 
issue. I think it would be interesting 
to share with you the opinions and 
ideas expressed in some of the letters. 
The first one comes from Ed who 
lives in Memphis. 


Dear Lynn, 

I read the letter in the March copy 
from SIXTEEN and I agree with every- 
thing you told except about Going 
Steady. You gave such a short answer 
that I did not know what to think. 
About the subject of Going Steady, this 
is what I think: 

(1) When teenagers are 13 or 14, 
they meet at a movie or some type of 
party. The boy will call the girl and say, 
I'll see you at the show to-nite. The girl 
says o.k. 

(2) When they get 15 and 16, the 
boy takes her to a movie or school 
dances and parties. They go to Church 
tegether and such as that. 

(3) When they reach the ages of 
17 and 18, most of them are getting 
ready to get out of school. I see no harm 
in going steady at that age if they talk 
it over and understand that they will be 


missing out on a lot of fun. That after 
awhile they will most likely got tired of 
one another. Also, if they break up that 
they will still have dates and they will 
not have a big fight about it. At the 
same time, both of them should have the 
honor enough to tell the other if they 
were dating someone else. If ‘you are 
supposed to be going with someone and 
you are sneaking around with someone 
else, it will all come out sooner or later. 

1 have put my address in the letter 
and I wish that you would write me and 
tell me what you think about it 

Sincerely 
Ed 

Well... Ed, there are an awful 
lot of “IFS” in your letter. “IF they 
talk it over and understand that they 
will be missing out on a lot of fun...” 
“IF you are supposed to be going 
around with someone...” “IF they 
break up, etc....” Whereas some 
teens might conform to all these IFS, 
they are by far in the minority! There 
is very little difference between going 
steady and actually being engaged. 
The difference is relative. So, let me 
come back with an IF of my own. 
IF the couple contemplating Going 
Steady are actually planning to be 
married in the near future, I thing 
it’s fine. But IF they are in mid-teens, 
with no marriage in prospect, they 
are not only flirting with danger, they 
are eliminating valuable years of ex- 
perience in dating. Such experience 
helps any teen better judge character 
and personality, better compare the 
types of teens with an eye to a pro- 
spective mate for life! Soon, Ed, we'll 
feature an entire column on the sub- 
ject of Going Steady. It seems to be 
puzzling a lot of other Teen Topics 
readers too! 


FROM FATHER NICOLETTO in Arni, 
India comes an appeal for any type 
of used Catholic literature, books and 
used postage stamps, old Rosary 
beads, medals, and holy pictures. Fa- 
ther Nicoletto is one of our many 
worthy Catholic priests fighting the 
influx of communistic ideas in India. 
Added to that are the inevitable ma- 
terial needs. Says Father Nicoletto: 
“We (missionaries) have left our 
country, our dear ones, and all the 
comforts that this modern life can 
give. Now our lot is often voluntary 
exile, loneliness, foreign enervating 
and tropical climates, difficult lan- 
guages to speak and learn, customs 
... These souls (Cont. on page 32) 
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N October 23, 1953 Pope Pius XII received 

a group of prominent Catholic and non- 

Catholic doctors from Denmark, Holland, 

Germany, and Italy at his summer residence 
in Castel Gandolfo, Led by the Most Rev. John 
Theodore Suhr, O.S.B., a convert from Lutheranism 
and bishop of Copenhagen, they had come to com- 
memorate the memory of one of the most illustrious 
men in the field of science and a striking figure in 
the seventeenth century history of the Church: Niels 
Stensen. 

Speaking in German, the Holy Father paid trib- 
ute to the noted man in these terms: “Niels Stensen 
is respected by the people of his country as one of 
their very greatest men: Indeed so high is the recog- 
nition that this noble gentleman has received that, 
in his own country and in the rest of the world—in 
the Cathedral of Science as well as in the Sanctuary 
of Religion and the Church—since the seventeenth 
century, he has arrived at the pinnacle of the highest 
eminence on which he stands today.” 


yHIs man, also called Nicholas Steno, was un- 

questionably one of the greatest converts to the 
faith in Denmark and his life, although brief, pre- 
sents a magnificent portrait of learning and virtue. 
He was born in Copenhagen on January 11, 1638, 
the son of an esteemed goldsmith, and the descend- 
ant of a family that had given many clergymen to the 
Evangelical Lutheran communion. After the usual 
period of education at home where he specialized in 
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the study of Anatomy, he went on to Amsterdam to 
pursue other degrees in 1660. Here he became fa- 
mous for his studies in Anatomy; here too, he dis- 
covered the duct of the tarotid gland which now 
bears his name (ductus Stenonianus ), and became 
the first scientist to establish the fact that the hu- 
man heart is a muscle. Then he moved on to the 
university city of Leiden where he studied for four 
years and was invited to give an address at the 
famous Academie des Sciences in Paris, lecturing on 
the anatomy of the brain and refuting the false 
theories of Descartes and his followers. 


uRING his student year, Niels began to doubt the 
D truths of his Lutheran teachings and later, when 
he visited Cologne, he spoke with a Jesuit priest 
about his difficulties. But he did not become a 
Catholic at the time, realizing that such a step would 
cut him off from friends and family in Holland and 
Scandinavia. 

Although very successful in his studies, Niels did 
not receive the desired offer from the University of 
Copenhagen to teach there. Learning of opportuni- 
ties in Florence he went there in 1666 to become 
Anatomist at the Santa Maria Nuova _ hospital. 
Cordially received by the Grand Duke of Tuscany, 
Niels also became a friend of Lavinia Arnoldini, the 
wife of the envoy of Lucca. Through her prayer 
and influence he began an intensive study of the 
fathers, especially of St. Augustine, whom the 
Lutherans claimed to follow. At last grace won its 


DAMISH GLORY 
of the CHURCH 


“O God, without whose consent neither falls a hair from our head nor a leaf 


from a tree nor a bird from heaven, nor does the mind get its thought nor 


the tongue its voice nor the hand its motion, Thou hast led me until this 


moment on ways unknown to me; lead me now on the path of grace, either 


seeing or blind. For Thee it is easier to conduct me where Thou wilt than it 


is for me to retire from the ends to which my desires draw me.” 


prey and the now famous scientist entered the 
Catholic Church on November 4, 1667. 


HORTLY thereafter he received an invitation to 
iJ teach in Denmark, but he could not return to his 
homeland since the civil law forbade any Catholic 
to hold an official position. Later, however, when he 
did return to Copenhagen to serve as regius, or lec- 
turer, at the Anatomical Institute, for two years 
1672-74, his former friends looked upon him with 
suspicion and considered his conversion as_ the 
“betrayal of his native country.” 

Soon he became famous for his researches in 
Mathematics, Paleontology, Geology, as well as in 
Anatomy. He stated that the purpose of the anato- 
mist is “to raise people from the artificial structure 
of the body, to the dignity of the soul, and from the 
wonders of the body and soul to the Creator, in 
order to know and love Him.” Elsewhere he said 
that while the student “examines created things, he 
often lifts his eyes to heaven to praise and honor 
the Creator's wisdom.” 


s a Catholic his desire to serve God grew rapidly. 

He sought to study for the priesthood and after 
completing an intensive course he was ordained in 
1675. He offered his first Mass at the altar before the 
famous picture of the Annunciation in the basilica of 
St. Lawrence in Florence, his “beloved city.” An- 
other honor came to him just two years later when 
the convert Duke John Frederick of Hannover asked 
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the Holy Father, Innocent XI, for a bishop for 
northern Germany. Niels was appointed to the area 
which included not only a large section of Germany, 
but the Scandinavian countries as well. For his coat- 
of-arms he chose a heart surmounted by a cross, 
now universally recognized as a symbol of the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus. The young priest became 
bishop on September 19, 1677, consecrated in 
Florence by Cardinal Gregory Barberigo. 


HEN Bishop Stensen came to assume his post he 

found very few Catholics even in the relatively 
large cities of Hannover, Munster, Paderborn, Mag- 
deburg, Schwerin, and Halberstadt. These were the 
strongholds of Lutheranism and in the terminology 
of the Church were considered “regions of the un- 
believers.” The zealous prelate visited all parts of 
the vast area, exhorting the clergy and laity to 
greater love for the faith and greater heroism in the 
face of suffering. He himself was a model of pa- 
tience, prayer and penance; most of the time he ate 
but once a day and that a frugal meal, taken in the 
evening, while he listened to reading from Holy 
Scripture. He sought to carry out the ceremonies of 
the Church as well as possible, despite the lack of 
clergy and the absence of material goods. On the 
major feast days he preached as often as he could 
and on feasts of Our Lady he would preach in three 
or four different churches. In one of the sermons for 
the feast of the Immaculate Conception, he said that 
“God who has commanded us by (Cont. on page 30) 
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NIELS STENSEN 

DANISH GLORY OF THE CHURCH 
(From page 29) the fourth command- 
ment to honor our fathers and mothers 
has thus honored His own Mother by 
preserving her from original sin.” 

When he became a priest he put 
aside research into scientific matters 
although he maintained an interest in 
science all his life. He turned his bril- 
liant mind and facile pen to theologi- 
cal treatises of which he wrote 16, 
recently collected and edited by Rev. 
Gustav Schwerz, C.SS.R. At least two 
small works are devoted to his con- 
version as a kind of apology to bring 
others to the faith. 

After several years, penance and 
labor began to take their toll on 
Bishop Stensen. He surrendered his 
noble soul to God in Schwerin, Ger- 
many on November 25, 1686. He died 
without the ministration of a priest or 
the consolation of the last sacraments 
and as Catholics and Lutherans 
gathered round his deathbed he 
begged them to pray that he might 
make an act of perfect contrition. At 
the request of Cosimo de Medici his 
body was returned to Florence for 
burial and placed in the basilica of 
St. Lawrence, beneath the famous 
Medici chapel. Two years ago it was 
removed and placed in a more fitting 
resting place. 

After his remains had been dis- 
covered by Monsignor Captretti, ad- 
ministrator of the basilica, they were 
placed in an ornate marble sarcopha- 
gus found in 1933 in the River Arno 
believed to date from the fourth cen- 
tury. A solemn pontifical Mass was 
offered on the feast of Christ the 
King in 1953 in honor of the bishop- 
scientist by Bishop Suhr in the pres- 
ence of Cardinal Della Costa and 15 
bishops. 

At the present time more and more 
people are beginning to realize that 
Niels Stensen was the “multiple 
genius” Pope Pius XII called him. 
Plans are under way to erect a public 
statue of him in Copenhagen; guilds 
have been formed in his honor in 
Holland, Germany, and Italy. Bishop 
Wilhelm Berning of Osnabruck, Ger- 
many has promised to consider the 
cause of his possible beatification and 
canonization and to introduce it in 
Rome in the near future. Moreover, 
at the famous Katholikentag in Fulda 
(where St. Boniface is buried and 
honored) his name received special 
recognition. 

Niels Stensen was a model bishop 
and scientist who has shown the 
world that scientific knowledge is no 
barrier to holiness. Three famous lines 
from his works give us a summary of 


his life as prelate and scientist.“ Beauti- 
ful are the things which we see,” he 
wrote; “more beautiful are the things 
which we understand; but the most 
beautiful of all we do not even know.” 

This learned and holy man is a 
glory of the Church, not only in Den- 
mark where he was born, and in 
Amsterdam where he studied, and in 
Florence where he was ordained and 
raised to the episcopacy, and in Ger- 
many and Scandinavia where he la- 
bored so strenuously for God and 
souls; Niels Stensen is a glory of the 
Church throughout the world. It is 
the prayer and the hope of many that 
soon, provided God and the Church 
are willing, he may be given the 
honors of the altar. For it is the wish 
of the Holy Father that “something of 





that all may be one 


the spiritual flame which completely 
illumined and consumed” Niels Sten- 
sen may show men “the true and ulti- 
mate meaning of life and of work.” T 





WILDCAT 13 

(From page 26) get anything, as I 
have nobody of kin that I know of 
and never did have, except the afore- 
mentioned Mac Dutton.” 

Mac Dutton closed his eyes. 

Johnny came back from the win- 
dow. 

“Drew it up myself,” he said 
proudly. “The Flynns are all de- 
scended from a race of lawyers and 
geniuses. The notary said it would 
stand up anywhere.” 

“Yeah?” said Mac Dutton. “All ex- 
cept that part about the sane mind 
and sound judgement.” 

“Johnny didn’t bite. He grinned as 
he sat down on the edge of the bed 
again. “Look,” he said roughly, “it 
was your well as much as mine, Lucky. 
Just because we had a spat.... You 
know, Mac, many a time I got to 
thinking about us. We sweated and 
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slaved and prayed for a break like 
13, and then we let material success 
go to our heads. I often thought 
since, we lost more than our heads 
that day. And can you wonder? We 
had all the breaks and we just wasted 
them. Anyway, seemed all my luck 
went with you the day you walked 
out.” 

Mac nodded. He would have liked 
to say, “Mine, too, Johnny,” but he 
wasn't much on words, like the Irish- 
man was. 

“So—what do you say, Mac?” John- 
ny pushed at his nose. “Doggone, 
Mac, let’s forget by-gones—let’s not 
even talk of it again—” 

It was an amazing thing—how a 
guy could feel as if he’d never walk 
across a room a minute before, then 
suddenly feel more energy inside 
him than he’d known—well, than he'd 
known in the last five years. 

Mac propped himself up on the 
pillow, looking around for his clothes. 

“If that’s the way you want it, 
Johnny,” he said. Then he couldn't 
keep the eagerness out of his voice 
any longer. 

“Johnny, there’s other wells to dig 
—we'll hit her again! Doggone, they're 
poking around the Williston Basin— 
there’s the biggest field down there 
somewhere you ever heard tell of! 
What does it matter if Old 13’s fin- 
ished? With your gab and my 
hunches, we'll bring in that Willis- 
ton, Johnny—we'll hit a better one 
than ever 13 knew how to be—” 

“Say, just a minute!” Johnny 
started to laugh as if he couldn't stop. 
It was like the first day, five years 
before, when they stood with oil- 
dripping faces on the derrick of Wild- 
cat 13 and threw their arms about 
each other and went half-nuts. “Mac, 
I don’t even need my gab to finance 
our next ones—not if you keep your 
luck.” 

Mac stared at him blankly. 

“Old 13!” said Johnny. “I guess the 
first pool we hit must have been al- 
most played out. But when you threw 
that can of nitro last night—” 

It was incredible, impossible. 

“So help me,” said Johnny solemn- 
ly. “The ditches along the road are 
running oil. The grainfield’s saturated 
for a quarter of a mile around. You 
must have cracked open another 
fissure, Mac. I’m telling you, boy, you 
never work your luck by halves—” 

He broke off, staring at the nurse 
who had entered the room. 

“Beau-you-ti-ful!” Johnny whistled. 

Mac turned his head. Same old 
Irishman! But this time, even as he 
heard the nurse’s pleased rebuke, he 
smiled. 














Te. Mostly for wen" 


by Nancy Westlake 








Happy Birthday to Me! 
SOME MORNING THIS MONTH I will 
wake up, hum a little tune, eat 
breakfast with eyes demurely down, 
do the wash, wash the baby, baby 
my family, cook dinner, hum another 
tune (rather desperately this time), 
assume my martyr expression, do up 
the dishes and THEN ...if by bed- 
time my next-of-kin have not burst 
upon me with glad cries and badly 
wrapped packages, I will feel slighted 
indeed, because it will be August 
sixteenth: the anniversary of that day 
oh, too many years ago when I, the 
center of my universe, was born. 

always look forward to this day 
and its accompanying fanfarrah with 
all the artless joy and single-minded 
grabbiness of a six-year old. Oh, you 
shouldn't have! All these things for 
ME? Goody! and so forth. It’s dis- 
graceful. It’s juvenile. I love it. 

Actually, I was handed so many 
wonderful things at birth in common 
with the rest of humanity, that any 
additional gifts should come as anti- 
climaxes. 

Especially, an indulgent Provi- 
dence allowed me to be born in 
Cincinnati. If that sounds like the 
prize anti-climax, O.K. So maybe 
you're not a Red Sox fan. But even 
so, you just might like the city. 

From slanting old Front Street, 
where the Ohio sloshes and laps at 
the ancient cobblestones, through the 
towered downtown section, out 
across Mill Valley (never mind the 
soap works) to Green Hills and the 
suburbs, Cincinnati is, to my preju- 
diced eye, a thing of beauty. Yes, 
it has beauty and better yet, tradi- 
tion and faith. 


LIKE ANY CiTy worth its Chamber of 
Commerce, Cincy claims to be built 
on seven hills. I think maybe it really 
is, at that. Anyway, there are at 
least seven approaches upon which 


to perch your car: observe the do 
ings below and then whoosh down- 
ward, into the shady streets and 
dirty streets and side streets and 
wide streets that make up this laby- 
rinth, the city. 


Downtown, you'll find churches on 


an amazing number of corners: old 
brick churches, old wooden ones; new 
concrete ones, incomplete ones. . . the 
golden, muted busyness of St. Louis’ 


Cathedral; the cloistered, medieval 
coolness of little Fenwick Chapel. 

Uptown are the seminaries, the 
hospitals, the big, open public mar- 
ket, the opera house, the terminal; 
Convent Hill, so-called, where the 
Good Shepherd nuns and. their charg- 
es have a harbor, halfway between 
the city and the sky. 

Travelogues always mention moon- 
light on the river. This is no ex- 
ception...I’m about to drag in the 
old cliché. But moonlight on the Ohio, 
of course, is different. Guaranteed to 
take your breath away. 

Oh well, enough of this sentimental 
journeying. For all I know, youse 
guys are all from Brooklyn. But it 
just seems extra lucky; sort of a 
present, in a way, to have been born 
in that particular corner of Ohio. On 
the banks . .. as it says in stone above 
the doors of City Hall... “On the 
banks of the Beautiful River.” 


LEAPIN’ LIzARDs! as Little Orphan 
Annie is wont to say. It sure is hot 
around these parts this season! Sum- 
mer always IS hot, unfortunately. 
Someday I’m going to take an ex- 
tensive survey to determine whether 
or not people feel the swimming, 
picnics, open-air diversions, weinie- 
bakes and suntans are worth the 
living through August. In my soggier 
moments I doubt it, but of course I 


_am of the sort who would prefer -it 


to be April all year, and that, isn’t 


“even practical. 


Herewith, my own remedy for 


midsummer meal monotony. 
ghetti sauce that may be cooked in 
the cool of the evening and en- 
joyed the following day. I know this 
is sheerest heresy to some, but why 
does a spaghetti sauce have to be 
simmered and stirred all day to be 
successfully succulent? Mine doesn't. 


A spa- 


Summer Spaghetti Sauce 

Brown lightly together in 3 tblsp. olive 
oil: 
1 large chopped onion 
1 pound ground round or beef 


Pour on 1 cup of any red table wine. 


Let sizzle awhile. Aaah, that aroma! 
(hic) 

Now add 1 large can of mushroom bits 
and pieces. Better yet, use whole 
mushroom caps if you're feeling 
wealthy. 


Then sprinkle in the seasonings: 
teaspoons salt 

rounded teaspoon paprika 

teaspoon sweet basil 

teaspoon oregano 

teaspoon rosemary, fresh or dried 
tblsp. chili powder, or if obtainable, 
2 teaspoons Mexican molé powder 
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. it really gives a better flavor. 
Now pour in two small cans tomato 
sauce and let the sauce simmer, 


covered. After 15 minutes, add % cup 
fresh chopped parsley. Cook for 15 
minutes more, stirring from time to 
time. 
The sauce should be made at least 
eight hours before it is to be served, 


but it need only be warmed, not 
cooked again. Those of us with as- 
bestos alimentary systems like the 


liottest spices, but for devotees of the 
blander diet, the removal of half the 
orégano and basil is recommended. 

This recipe should serve four... 
unless they are gluttons...hand- 
somely. Around here, we're lucky if 
it serves two. 


I'M NOT SUPPOSED to blow trumpets 
in this column, so just consider this 
a very small toot. But August, I 
suddenly realized, while technically 
the middle of summer, is none too 
soon for us to consider the problem 
of where to send the children for 
the fall semester... in other words, 
public versus religious education. 
“There are those Catholic children 
who are taught by the Sisters, and 
those who are deprived”, to para- 
phrase Father Lunch in Hourglass. 
And if “deprived” seems too harsh a 
word, smacking of underprivileged 
orphans, let’s think it over. 
Admittedly, public schools are an 
important part of (Cont. on page 32) 







a BURN A MAS Liont 
in honor of 
scart LADY OF THE 


RT bgt ey ore 
See complete details on page 32 





THAT ALL MAY BE ONE - (he Lamp - 31 








4 


g IN PETITION 
yd 
+ 4 


8 IN THANKSGIVING 


VOTIVE LIGHT 


To honor your favorite Patron 


DOOOOOOK 


9999-9000900000000000000000000000- 0000000000000 


Votive Lights are tokens of yourdevotion % 





CL OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOLH 


| At Graymoor in our numerous chapels we have shrines of @ 














» 4 

$ ST. ANTHONY ST. PIUS X 

Pes Finder of Lost Things Frequent Communion 

%  $t. Joseph St. Ann 

% | Employment and Good Death Happy Marriage 

ST. CHRISTOPHER THE SACRED HEART 
$ Safe Journey Happy Home 

¥ 

° = 


3  @UR LADY OF THE Our Lady of the 
% | ATONEMENT Miraculous Medal 











3 Shepherdess of the dering sheep Helper in adversities 
: ] 
2 
$ CHRIST THE KING THE LITTLE FLOWER 
% Savior of the World Roses from Heaven 





| Finances Good Health — 











THE INFANT OF PRAGUE | BI. Martin de Porres. 
2 


é Large Votive Lights are $1.00 each 
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MOSTLY FOR WOMEN 

(From page 31) our civilization and 
up to a point, they perform admir- 
ably well...but there is a definite 
limit to their excellence. Where the 
public educator teaches Johnny how 
to learn, Sister teaches Johnny how 
to live. Woodshop, crafts class and 
drafting are all very fine studies, no 
doubt, but since all the really im- 
portant construction jobs take place 
within the spirit, it requires more, 
much more than the public curriculum 
can offer to turn out a whole man. 

It seems rather pointless to drill 
into the growing intellect the princi- 
ples of democracy and government 
without basing their understanding 
upon God’s justice and the duties of 
every man to his brother. 

It stands rather poorly upon the 
scale of enduring values to encourage 
and push forward the development 
of a child’s divinely given talents 
without first teaching him the mean- 
ing of the phrase “For the honor 
and glory of God.” 

If the few extra dollars expended 
for parochial tuition seem aggravating, 
they should not. They are an invest- 
ment in eternity, a share in the fel- 
lowship of all souls, a subsidy for 
sanctity. 

We, all parents, are responsible be- 
fore our Creator for the souls en- 
trusted to our care. This sentence 
should ring not ominously, but glor- 
iously in our ears. t 





TEEN TOPICS 

(From page 27) must be helped at 
any cost.” If any of you would like to 
be a HOME MISSIONARY and help 
Father Nicoletto, his full address is: 
Father N. Nicoletto, Catholic Mission, 
ARNI, N.A. Dt., S. India. 

Before we part for the month, teens, 
there is a necessary change in our 
Pen Pal policy. Due to the many, 
many requests, it has become neces- 
sary to charge 25¢ per PEN PAL list. 
I can no longer type the lists and 
promptly fulfill the hundreds of re- 
quests each month. From now on, 
I'll have them printed. We'll have a 
new list every month and anyone 
interested in gaining new Pen Pals 
should drop me a line at my Denver 
address. If you would like to have 
your name added to the next list, be 
sure to include your age so that you 
will hear from your own age group. 
Remember... your name, address, age, 
and a quarter to cover handling costs 
for the new Pen Pal list. 

Till next month, teens, God’s best 
to you and yours! t 


OUR NEW BOOK 


Just Off the Press 





For a concise and valuable appraisal of 
Father Paul of Graymoor as a pioneer 
in the work of Christian Unity . . 
Father Paul: Apostle of Unity. 


. read 





For his work on the Chair of Unity 
Octave and other forms of the aposto- 
late in bringing souls to God . . . read 


Father Paul: Apostle of Unity. 





For his role in beginning and fostering 
devotion to the Mother of God under the 
beautiful and distinct title of Our Lady 
of the Atonement . . . read Father Paul: 


Apostle of Unity. 





A book for every lover of Graymoor, 
every admirer of Father Paul, every one 
interested in Unity, and every devotee of 
Our Lady. Order Now! 











Send for your copy today $9.00 


Postpaid in U.S., Possessions, Canada & Philippines 


copy 


Other Informative and Interesting Unity Pamphlets 


We have many items on the Church and the 
Apostolate of Unity for reading throughout 
the year. To be a well-informed and apostolic 
Catholic read the following booklets: 


Apostolic Letter of Pope Pius IX to Protestants 

and Other non-Catholics 

Written in connection with the convocation of the Vatican 
Council inviting non-Catholics to enter the Church; especially 
suited for these days when unity is so much desired by all. 
Study outline added. 
Order No. 4 5¢ each; $3.50 per 100 
At-One-Ment — By Very Rev. Msgr. Edward M. Betowski 
Through the satisfaction of Christ on the Cross, a reconcilia- 
tion was achieved between God and the human race. To par- 
ticipate in this reconciliation men must “at one” with the 
truth of Christ, with the way of Christ and with the life of 
Christ. In this way there will be one fold and one Shepherd. 
Order No. 10-1-2 5¢ each; $3.50 per 100 








Catholic Ecumenism 

— By Rev. Edward F. Hanahoe, S.A., §.T.D. This is a careful 
synthesis of the papal pronouncements on the reunion of 
Christendom, from Pope Pius IX to Pope Pius XII, together 
with illuminating historical information and applications to 
present-day questions. See reverse side of this brochure for 
table of contents. 182 pp. 

Order No. 16 $2.00; Clergy, religious and libraries $1.80 


Conversion and Grace 

— By Rev. Edmond D. Benard, §.T.D., Ph.D. A popular ex- 
amination of conversion pointing up the necessity of external 
and internal grace without which no one can become a 
Catholic. It recalls the words of Our Lord, “No man can 
come to me, except the Father who sent me draw him...” 
Order No. 10-1-4 5¢ each; $3.50 per 100 


The Church of Jesus Christ — By Rev. Charles Boyer, S.J. 
One of the great problems of the Protestant Ecumenical 
Movement is to determine the nature of the Church. This is 
intended to make a contribution to their search for truth. 
After surveying the Scriptures and history, he comes up with 
the only answer possible. 
Order No. 11-9 





15¢ each; 7 for $1.00; $12.00 per 100 
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| CHAIR OF UNITY OCTAVE, National Office | 
l Franciscan Friars of the Atonement | 
Graymoor, Garrison, 

| Please send me __ copies of Father Paul: Apostle of Unity. | 
| Also send me the following pamphlets: | 
| ee ee in SS | 
Quantity Quantity Quantity Quantity Quantity l 
I Name a — —s a | 
| (Please Print l 
Address ————— - —— 
| City . SS State —— | 
| { ] Remittance enclosed (We pay Postoge) | 
LL. 





Significant .. . not superficial . .. a beautiful gold leaf certificate and a picture of St. Francis 
embracing the crucified Christ beautifully printed in four colors and enclosed in a 


gold stamped maroon double folder that has the soft-like feeling of kid leather 
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p GRAYMOOR | 

urvatorial Society 

An ideal way in which to help your beloved decid is by enrolling them in the Gray- 
moor Purgatorial Society. The living may also be enrolled and participate in the 
spiritual benefits during life and after death. These benefits are: Remembrance in 


6,000 masses offered yearly for the Purgatorial members and a remembrance 
in 30,000 other masses, also in the prayers and the spiritual work of the Friars 


PURGATORIAL SOCIETY 
Franciscan Friars of the Atonement, Graymoor, Garrison, New York Full payment $__ Partial payment $ 
Dear Father: Enclosed please find enrollment as I have indicated below: 


Living = cietaieiaeniaa . — 
Single membership $5.00 Deceased Family membership—Living and Deceased—$25.00 





Send Enrolled by. 





Street__ . Street 


a = anadintinats OE 





